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EY NE OD ECHO DEEP Se Crrnr rm ow ny. 


| A*® — 


| ftreet, but half the Garrets in this M 
1 have on rung of your Bounty—Your un 


_ cially 8 rewarded 


I eee 


o NO-BODY. 


SIR, 


and as I am an Author that has got no 


Brains, out of the Abundance of my tireſome 
| Nonſenſe, I ſtupidly concluded that you were the 
| propereſt Perſon that I could apply to for Protec- 


tion.— How ready you are to encourage every one 


of our modern Scribblers, ſome thouſands of your 
| devoted Slaves are able and willing to teſtify Ge- 


nerous Sir, it is well known, that not only Grub- 
lis, 


elled 


eſs can never be too often expreſs'd—eſpe- 


bim! t other Day, when you disfigured, deſtroyed, 


and disjointed his Nutſhell Cabinet of Curioſities, 
| will one Day or other be made known to the 
| World: or if not the World in general, to Mr. 


Somebody at Arthur's Chocolate-Houſe—which | 
every one knows, is not far from the Blue Poſts in 


| Bond-Street—I could make a great Number of 


Diſcoveries, which I am very certain would be 
worth your Honour's Notice—and that you have 


| a larger Share of Honour than either the Houſe 
of ds or C—-ns, it is commonly reported. 
car Sir, I know I can rely 6a your Friend- 


ſhip 


DEDICATION 
ſhip—l flatter myſelf that you will do me all the 
Service that lies in your Power That you will 
take fifty Books, at leaſt, off my Hands, I make 
no Manner of Doubt; and if ever I ſhould have 
the good Fortune to get a Dramatic Piece licens d, 
I am ſure you would clap heartily—and you'd give 
me twenty or thirty Guineas for the Copy, even 

after it twas damn d.— Oh! what a Man you muſt | 
be:? Whenever J reflect on any ſingle Virtue that 
you poſſeſs I am quite loſt in an Abyſs of | 
Thought What a fine Admiral you are at Sea— | 
What a brave General in the Field What a wiſe | 
and profitable Scheemer at Home What a Parſon 
in the Pulpit—What a Counſellor at Law— What 
a Doctor of Phyſic——What a Judge on the | 
Bench How vigorouſly you oppreſs Vice and | 
Immorality and how ſtrenuouſly you uphold the | 
Banner of Virtue—How exceſſive fond you are | 
of Sermons ; and how your religious Soul loaths 
Balls and Plays —— What a Promoter and 
Encourager you are of Trade—What a Rewar- 
der of Ingenuity, and what—aye, what indeed 
is there that is fit to adorn a noble Soul, that your 
Honour is not pofleſs'd of? Therefore, let me | 
beg Leave to whiſper myſelf, 1 


Your Honour's moſt Obedient, 


And devoted humble Servant, 


LanctLoT PoveRTY-STRUCK ; 


* I im» v 


Alas, 5 
Mother Mipxicnr's merry Grandſon. 


Becauſe I'm d- 
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ö WEKEE—D S! what a wretched: step you ve 
725 


FF _ 7 
- "dl * The very Title damns your Book. 
XTX Why, ſurely you was dreaming. 
Well! now you'll certainly want Bread; 
Oh! LanceLor, thy ſhallow Head, 
2 


Av rTRHO R. 


1 Tus not indeed; my Friend you're right; 
But wich my Pen I'm forc n 


And try to get a Living; — 
d canfounted poor, 
And have but three Chances left in ftore, 
To write — ſtarve — or go a Thievug. 
— 4 A 


(2) 


A DIALOGUE between 10 and 


LANCELOT. 


61s 


POLLO, pitying thy Caſe, 


Sent me, his Daughter, to this Place, 


With this full flowing Pitcher : 
You are to take a hearty Suck, 


COS ETON OT NOT Lan, 15 


Nor be one Farthing richer. 


Leerer. 


Se ber a might fly God. ED 


What ic des your Mis bench, 


7 TOY 


You are very ignorant and rude : 
Pm ſure you ought to ſhew it. 


This gen'rous Pitcher was defign*d 


To cultivate and fire your Mind, 
And turn you into a Poxr. 


Laren 


e ſt? 


> al 


(3) 
Z——ds! how the World wou'd wonder! 
I, that have hardly learnt to ſpell, 
Turn Poet ! — S*death — the Devil and HII! 
How I ſhould blot and blunder. 

Cs 16 
Take a good Heart —— why there are ſome 
That have at firſt from nothing come, 
Who have gain'd great Reputation. 
Take hold and drink —— begin to write, 
You'll certainly get ſomething by't : 
Tho), — eas 


Lanezion = 


1 cart write Verſes — — 


Conn 


_ a - Try, begin : 2 
When you are our, Pl pur you in. 


Lanceuior. 


ale n 
„ tad Hates ts the Jets. 
 Who've ſcratch*d their Ears and bit their Nails, 


* 


. 
Pho! —you muſt cheriſh better ; 
Mark SyakEsSPEAR, DryDen, Coxcreve, Porx, 
Srxkl, Appison, and Beaumont, 

With Rowe and LEE, and, O rare Bex! 
Thoſe witty, learn'd, ingenious Men — 

Obſerve how lofty they mount. 

B 2 IL a x- 


(4) 


CO LANCELO r. 
All theſe were to your Father Slaves ; 
But Go be thank'd they're in their Graves. 
They have done with him and Bacenus: 
Their Drudgery has found an End ; 

And, as for me, I ne'er intend 

To be the Muſes Jack-Aſs. 


CL10. 
Then you're determin'd to be poor. 


LAancELorT. 


Begnae you knke ey Wee, 
Tol never make me richer. 


c 11. 
You are undeſerving of my Aid. 
= LancELlort. 
out of my Sight, you brazen Jade 
Or elſe I'll break your Pitcher. 


You puny-looking, filly Slut, 
Why, if your Father *d ſent a Butt, 
I'd not have drank one Spoonfull ; 


Becauſe there is a Pump hard by, 


I can run to, when I am dry: 
And fill my Belly ſoon full. 


Bf water *d audience che Hud. 
I have liv'd three Weeks on that, and Bread ; 


(:$3 
But the devil a Bit I'm nigher, 
Either to getting Gold —— or Wit, 
Which ſhews there's nothing at all in it, 
And proves that you are a Lyar. 
C440 
I thank you for your Compliment. 


q- _- . 


Your Labour had n't been in vain, 8 
Had r 


I'd ha ſeen it out I warrant. 


65 


THE 


Pad Wee Vote Ve Sit BAS Ve 
— AS ee 


THE 


PREFACE. 


JW Intended the foregoing Dialogue to ſerve for 
1. after | had compos'd it, I 


thought it not a ſufficient Excuſe, for hurrying 


into the World ſuch a ridiculous, unfiniſh'd Piece as 
this is — therefore my further Intention is to inform 


all my Readers of the real Motive that induc'd me 


to publiſh this ſcandalous Volume l hat tatter'd and 
deſpicable Whore, PovexTy — (who ſince the Com- 


mencement of this preſent War has ſo haſtily over- 
run this former flouriſhing Nation) is the ſole Cauſe 


of all this Miſchief. — That deteſtable, barbarous, 
ſtript me from Top to Toe, at laſt fell moſt furi- 


ouſly on my Wife and Children; and, in a very ſhort 


Space of Time, made the moſt villainous Havock, | 


that ever was ſeen in any Family fince the Building 


of Baer. — Being thus drove to my Shift, I im- 
plored the immediate Aſſiſtance of the curl-pated | 


Pedant AyoLLo - - who upbraided me of uſing 


both him and his Daughter very ill. — My Plea was 


— that ſhe came in the Height of all my Afflictions, 
even in the Midſt of my Diſhabille—To which l added 
— Heaven renounce me, if I wasn't almoſt naked, | 
and fo horridly confus'd in my Mind, that I knew | 


7 211115785232 Rg 8 


' teftion from the Public. — You have got by you, 


— K cx F S 5 886 -* 


PREREFACK @® 
not what I faid or did — Adding, that I might have 
knock*d any Body*s Brains out, and thought all the 
while I'd been thraſhing of Corn. — Aye, aye, 
ſays the grave Teacher, was your Condition ſo rue- 


ful as that? Poor unhappy Devil, I pardon thee 
E but don't fo far miſtake me, as to think that I 


will be your Protector; that I will not ; — ſeek Pro- 


at leaſt, a Wheel-barrow full of Verſes — ſend *em 


to the Preſs, — there are thoſe that will print any 


Thing— and thoſe that will buy the worſt that's 


printed. ALLy Cnoak ER had a great Run — the 
| Town will excuſe your want of Elecution— becauſe 
L. —and if they cannot brook 
pity your Misfortune, that you are confirm'd a Dunce 
| — and, out of Compaſſion to their Author, — whoſe 
Title ſollicits their Favour — afford that Aſſiſtance, 


. 


ing what is tireſome to read, they muſt 


Therefore be mindful of my Plan, 
Be as expeditious as you can: 
Sell your dull Nonſenſe to the Town, 
But don't take leſs than half a Crown. 
Conſider, you'll not be the firſt 
ü „„ 
Nor when the Impoſition's paſt, 
Depend on't you'll not be the laſt. 


THE 


I wiſh I may be doom d to have a Halter, 


ls es el 
og 9 


To ſe 


THE Your 


AUTHOR and the PRINTER. 
" 


—  DiaLocve by Way of InTropucT1ON. 


n 5 1 Fs 


PrxINTER 


B' Heaven —it's ſcandalous to have it printed! 1 
Pos T. 


Z—ds, * you perf ie—fxe you 
_ [quinted. 
Px INTE R. 


Nay, pray, Sir, don't pretend to make a Clamout, 
I'll foun convince you that it's a8 bad Grammer, 


PO x. 


If I believe you ever lea d your Plalter. 


PRINTER. 
Why, Sir, you're one of the moſt abuſive Fellows 
That cer fat in the Stocks — or grac'd the Gallows. 


PoE Tr. 


as 


The Fellow's poor, ſays they, ——1 fay fo too, 
A poet poor z—L—d, ſure that's nothing new. 


(9) 


True, Si—what then—tt's nothing that's amazing, 
To fee a Printer, or a Poet brazen. 


- Sir, your's again, 


You're only ſpending of your Breath in vain — 
For by the Gods, I ſwear, it goes to Preſs! 


*Shlood, Sir,—the World will ſoon the Reaſon gueſß- 


PAIN TER. 


5 Proud and illiterate, —ill next come in. 
MM 


| Don't tel me, Sir,—pray, let them laugh chat win, 


PO r r. 


PRINTER. 


323 Sir— and I warrant, 
If Ridicule you want, you'll get your Share on't. 

To fell this paltry Stuff for half a Crown, 

There can't well be a greater Cheat in Town : 

I make no doubt, but ſoon as cer its read, 


| That each Subſcriber Il come and break your Head. 


1 — 


(610) 


* 1 8 10 Jae Denn 


by = E 
Hour: PETITION 
LAXCELOT PovznTy-erauck, 
10 


DAVID GARRICK, & 


earing your . . great, 
I judg'd, if I'd my Caſe relate, 
That your Compaſſion 'twou'd create. 


Tho all the Bed-Cloaths off did fly ; | 
1 wak'd, and found twas all a Lye. RR 8 | 


(1) 


Oh! th' eternal Gratitude 
That I, to you, in Viſion vow'd, 
I thunder*d out your Praiſes loud. 


I pray'd to Heaven fervently, 


You might neer know what *twas to die ; 


But like EL1Jan mount the Sky. 


i 


One Pray'r I never ſhall forget, 


| Which was, that you might Sol. On beat, 


Both for his Riches, and his Wit. 


| Then I had feveral cher Pp, GE 
One was for Health, and Length of Years: 
In ſhort, I pray'd till I ſhed Tears: 0 


So much you have by way of Preface: 


And now the Author's dreadful Caſe, 
Of Conſequnce muſt next take Place. 


The Times are hard, and Tradings dead, 


1 Money's grown ſcarce, and Friendſhip's fled, 


And Lanceror's in want of Bread. 


| Heto ſupport himſel's not able 
For he, poor Soul, without a Fable, 


ib really grown quite miſerable. 


4 


What's worſt of all — his Wife has took. 
A Fitatev'ry Tum to pk, 
6A knows how ſhe'll her Matters cook. 


C 2 


(12) 
She *as got a Belly like a Tun, 


And whimp' ring cries, I'm eight Months gone: 


Tell me, dear Sir, what muſt be done. 


If ſhe ſhou'd chance to drop out vo ? 
Suppoſe I bring em both to you; 
Pray tell me how that Scheme wou'd do. 


I hope you wou'd'nt ſwear and curſe ; 
But, Chriſtian-like, provide a Nurſe : 


You know you might do Things that's worſe. 


Gad, I cou'd venture to engage, 8 
As ſoon as Cer they came of Age, 
They'd take a Liking to the Stage. 


Tf I ſhou'd happen to be right, 
> wou'd make the Charges dev'liſh light ; 


Faith you axgat get a vail Geal By >, 


Beſides, conſider, LanczLor, 
To his Misfortune, woeful Thought 1 


Has two already ſtarving got. 


If his Wife's Name you'd know, "ris Sanan, 
-e e e 


But Poverty makes Language vary. 
When al the Day, without Succeſs, | 


He has related his Diſtreſs, 
His Trouble, Words cannot expreſs. 


2A kd GH 


'd 


| Now had he ſuch a Friend as Rax ER 


| To fave him from impending Danger, 


( 213) 


Fatigu'd, the Wretch crawls home at Night, | 


Finds SARAH | in a horrid Plight, 


Upon the Bed, — and faſt and pray 


1 For Strength enough to faſt next Day. 
| The Parents figh, —the Children weep ; 


A ſharp and ſolemn Faſt they keep, 


And ſupperleſs fall faſt aſleep. 


The Shops, with whom he us'd totick, 


Are grown imperious and ſick, 
| And talk of giving Trouble quick. 


Not one from bitter Threat'ning flinches ; 
While Cold and Hunger cloſely pinches, 
And kills his Family by Inches. 


| i Land hrs 6 bend Fee» 
If there's one Grain of Mercy in't, 


There never was a Lye in print. 


Daddy we want ſome Bread and Butter EY 
But not one Word he dares to utter. 


|  Brimfull of Scripture, down they lay 


The 


(14) 


The Month read Lectures 
Muſe wor 
On Row wou'd for 
o, . ho 
— ——_ 


AroLLo 
— 
Fg Cm 2 
it 


He'd 

| be careſs 

The Gods 

To make wo Wn ſel divine. 

avi the Nine; 

7 — a te Ne 

ortune wou 

— Knave. 

ma -y 
— you gave 

„ 


8 


N 
0 


(os) 
Am ACROSTICK, 
Wrote on 


Hans. ac of the Sky; 
A nd keep my Benefactor in your Eye: 
ſe Tenderneſs to him— to Man unknown, | 


Into his Soul — his gen rous Soul alone, E 
D iſperſe che richeſt Bleſſings from your Throne. 


Go, ſurly Fate, you cannot hurt me now; 
Al my Afffictions wear a milder Brow. 
E ags flutter'd round me till immortal Ranczr 


RX ent em, and bade me laugh at threat ning Danger. 
IF Gratitude the human Heart can bind, 


C onſcious I'll ever own him good and kind. 
& eep this, ye Pow'rs celeſtial, in my Mind. 


k 


. " — _ 
— eee 


The BOTTLE-CONJURER. 
TT A LAM oo x. 


THEN Conjurers the Quality can bubble; 
And get their Gold with very little Trouble, 
| By punkig hogan Lice 7 he pullic Figs, * 
Of jumping in Quart Bottles, and ſuch like Vapours; 
mn | Sill further yet, if we the Matter ſtrain, 


| 


' Wovu'd pipe ye Tunes upon a Walking Cane: 


Nay, 


( 16 ) 


Nay, ſtranger Prodigies preſum'd to ſhew, 
Cranums that dy*d an hundred Years ago. 
is whimſical enough; what think ye, Sirs, 
The Quality can neer be Conjurers: 

The De'l a bit; no, let me ſpeak, in brief, 
The Audience Fools, the Conjurer a Thief. 


A ACROSTICK, 
Wrote on My: 


P our down, ye Gods, choice Bleflings on his Head z 
Angels protect and guard him round his Bed; 

L et Health, long Life, and Riches be his Share ; 
E ternal Bliſs preſerve for him in Store; 
„ — 


LANCELOT and FAME. 
A Driartocvs. 
Charge thee, Faux, no longer fing, 
Of this great Hero, or that King, 
Which out thou haſt been finding; 
Leave Goſſiping alone To-day, 
And mark what I have got to ſay ; 
Tir's Ballack wank thy dMindag, 


(7) 
| Thou know ſt me, Faux, pray doſt thou not? 
Know thee — aye ſure thou'rt Lanceror, 

With Poverty ſurrounded, 

Thou art the moſt unhappy Man 
That has been fince the World began, 

Or fince the World was drowned. 


Thou lyeſt, Faun, I am not fo, 

| Tho! all the World but one's my Foe, 

. Their Malice can't me nettle ; 

| That one's a Favourite of thine, 
Whether he's mortal or divine, 
TIl leave to thee to ſettle. 


He views Diſtreſs with pitying Eyes, 
Does with the Wretched ſympathize, 
3 And bids em fear no Danger: 

He viſits Souls O erwhelm' d with Grief, | 
| And when he viſits brings Relief; 
His Name is honeſt Raxczs. 


Phoo, phoo, cries Fant, > what's here to do? 
Thou tell'ſt me nothing that is new, 
Nor nothing that amazes: 

I long to ſpread, from Pole, to Pole, 
| The matchleſs Virtues of his Soul, 
| And laviſh out his Praiſes, 


| Thou may'ſt depend ot, * 
_ | Rances ſhall never be forgot, 
Says Fans, I'm honeſt- hearted ; 
ri tw nite Lov ran. 

—— 


Fact 


APOLLO 


( 18) 


APOLLO ond LANCELOT. 


A DI A LOGUE. 
' POLLO. bother Day, it ſeems, 


For Gods ſometimes have got ſtrange Whims, 


Came down to pay a Viſit 

To Laxcttor, who liv'd of late 
In a forlorn dejected State: 
ApolLo cry'd, How is it? 


Says Laxczror, 'twas never worſe, 
I've got an ailing Girl to nurſe, 
And that's bad, let me tell ye. 
My Boy, you ſee, has loſt his Fat; 
A very diſmal Story that: 
Then look at Sazan's Belly! 


Hard Fate! Arotto — very hard. 
Pray who the Del wou'd be a Bard! 
Ohl! damn your jilting Daughters. 
Curſe light upon your prefent Pay, 
If *tis to ſtarve Day after Day, 
And have ſuch hell-born Quarters. 
Patience! AroLLo ſtrait replies; 
And Water-gruel, t' other cries, 
Are Virtues quite prevailing. 
Pray hold your Tongue, reply'd the God, 
And you ſhall hear how mighty odd 
You'll find a Friend in * GaLzn, 


* GaLtx, Dr. Mo vst v, of Chelſea Ho pital. = 


0 


va 


(9) 


| Oh! worſe and worſe, quoth Lanxceror : 
Phyſick! for Heaven's fake for what, 
To make our Bodies thinner ? 
His Phyſick won't by us be took, 
S*death and nowns l we want a Cook, 
To dreſs a Bit of Dinner. 


[mes I han Gar's wee : 
| Quoth tꝰ other, tis'nt a Sign you do, 


Or elſe you'd fave a Bur'ing : 
Here I'm with Hunger grown quite fick, 


And not one Shop will let me tick 


Tube Value of a Herring, +a 
* But, ſays Aro let me ſpeak ; 


| *T will be fo but another Week. 


1 Oh! Tortures, cry'd the Poet. 
{ Hell and Deſtruction! are you ſure 
I'm doom'd to faſt full ſeven Days more ? 
*Twas Death to let me know it. 


Axrorro, ſmiling i in his Face, 
Reply d — Why, tis a horrid Caſe; 
Tis damnable provoking. 
You've won my Pity, 1 declare; 
Now, by the River Sryx I ſwear, 
Tu ſtand no longer joking. 


Pull out your Ink, ſnatch up your Pen, 
For Gal Ex is the beſt of Men; 


— Wike ſomething inert and pretty : 
D 2 


(20) 


Tho? he perhaps may d—n your B—d, 
Truft me, you'll find his Heart is good; 
His Breaſt is full of Pity. 


Of doing Good he's very fond ; 
Whene er he ſpeaks, his Word's his Bond; 
His Looks his Mind betoken : 
Not like ſome Sycophants in Pow'r, - 
Who make new Promiſes each Hour, 
Which ev'ry Hour is broken. 


He'll bluntly let you know his Mind, 


And ſeem moſt harſh, when moſt he's kind: 


Come on — begin your Verſes. 
Then you muſt furniſh me with Wir, 
Or ten to one but I may get, 
Inſtead of Praiſe, his Curſes, 


AroLLo cry'd — Oh Laxcttor, : 
Now I'm convinc'd you know him not, 
Tho great's his Education; 

He boaſts not that, nor ever tries 

To banter, pun, or criticiſe, 


People in your low Station. 


Nor has the Doctor got the Vice 

To be fantaſtically nice; 
He'll paſs your Want of Spirit. 

Plain ſimple Truth his Taſte will hit; 
Your Poverty ſhall be your Wit, 

Diſtreſs — your greateſt Merit. 


In promiſing a conſtant Friend, 
| I thought you'd mock me in the End; 


Not like a Murderer and Thief, 
Aſſault a Man that yields Relief, 


(21) 


ODE on Mr. GARRICK's 
INDISPOS1TION. 
AY mighty Fate, what is my Crime, 


py, + ape 
What is it thou art doing ? 


Thou haſt been kind, I muſt allow ; 
But Reaſon loudly tells me now, | 


Thov'rt bent upon my Ruin, 


A Curſe upon your Favour! 


Fate let me tell you, in theſe Lines, 
5 Thou haſt got villainous Deſigns ; | 


Moſt ſcurnilous Behaviour. 


It wou'd have been more kind 8 
To viſit ſuch as cheat the Poor, 


And hourly have tranſgreſſed ; 


To ſuch as are diſtreſſed. 


Depend on't, Fate, you'll never thrive, 
For M—p, P—r, 4. C—e, 
Miſs M—kt—#x, C——r, P——4; 


Wich Twenty more that I cou'd write, 
Will owe you an eternal Spite, 


If you ſhould kill Kino Ricyarp. 


( 22) 


God bleſs me,. when the Devil, —ha! 
Shall we find one that*s fit to play 
Like him. oh, never! never! 
Hark, hear the Quality cries out, 
Fate, d'ye know what your about? 
Don't ruin us for ever. 


Ye fortune-telling Orbs of Light, 
Set this important Matter right, 

1 humbly do unplore ye; 
Free Rouzo from Death s ſubtle Snares, 
That all the Poets and the Play'rs 

2 „— 


— b : 


nts cet 


The AUTHOR's Appzess to APOLLO: 
| Occafion'd by the SUBSCRIBERS coming in 
| but flow, and the PRIX TER ſending for the 
Beats or Six Pounds. 


INE talking, faith no take your Scheme, 
*T wont take — I'm wak'd out of my Dream. 
Thank Heaven, and all the Gods but Tov, 
Write, ha!——Yes, damn it, but for who = 
If *tis'nt too much Trouble, * 
Into my Memorandum Book, 


There, without Spectacles, you'll ſee, | 


How fat in Time I'm like to be, 
And how much I'm oblig' d to thee. : 
has Nay, 


(23) 
Nay, open it, don't be afraid ; 
You fee I drive a roaring Trade; 
They've all paid Eighteen-pence a-piece : 
Lud, what a charming Thing is this ! 
How many is there? - Count em o'er, 
TI warrant thirteen, —if not more: | 
Thank*ee Apollo, —thank"ee twice 
| Good lack! Well bleſs me, this is nice. = 
Come, holla, Boys, one loud Huzza; 


| Oh, *twas a very lucky day! 

Lucky, I mean, the backward Way ; 
When firſt my Brains were turn d to Rhyme. 
Plague rot the Muſes, damn the Time; 
Wou' d he were in the Hangman's Cart, 
| That firſt found out the Printing Art. 
| Oh! that I cou'd bur ſnatch your Lyre, 

It ſoon ſhould be behind the Fire; 

W bile you fit laughing in your Sleeve, 

I find you'd have Mankind believe 

That you're a God,. pray be fo civil, 
Henceforth to own yourſelf a Devil: 
*Tis evident you've ruin'd me, : 
A pregnant Wife, and Children three; 
And we unammous agree, 

To damn you very heartily. 

Therefore you fee by my Behaviour, 
Pve no Pretences to your Favour. 
So, fo, you knit your Brows I ſee; 

Egad its all the fame to me; 

I value not your ſour Looks, 


| Not I, —fcratch me out of you're Books, 


Faith 
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Faith I ſhall give you what's your own: 
Your Uſage would provoke a Stone. 
Thirteen Subſcribers ! only gueſs 
If ever that will pay the Preſs. 
The Printer ſent an Hour ago 
And what ye think he wants to kv? 
What even to repeat's a Sin, 
When I can ſend the Paper in. 
The Fellow facing me look quere, 
On ſuch a griping, cloſe Affair. 
In various Forms drew up his Phiz, 


Then thus began r 
My Maſter ſays its all the ſame, 


If you can muſter up Six Pound : 
Says I, they've both a genteel Sound. 
Unleſs your Maſter's void of Senſe, 
He certainly muſt mean Six Pence; 
For, the very Lining of my Coat, 

Can witneſs I'm not worth a Groat. 

And till I find a better Friend 


—_ 


And cry'd, what don't the Meflage e 
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Sa iCkKOTs TT 1CK 
1 f ever Virtue fir'd the human Breaſt, 
O r Godlike Actions ever were expreſt, 
H ere gen'rous Heaven fix d the Work divine, 
N or can angelic Bodies greater ſhine. 
R eader read right, you'll ſee his name expreſt; 
If you can imitate him you'll be bleſt;, 
C arefully guard him all ye ruling Pow'rs, 
Happy and long make all his future Hours. 


— 


As ACROSTICK, 
. | Wrote on Sir 
I odulzent Heaven, hear my laſt Requeſt, 
O hl may this gen'rous Patriot be bleſt : 
H ow good he's been to me in Infant Years, 
N ature ſpeaks loud enough to ring the Spheres. 
' PÞ repare your Harps—ye ever tuneful Nine, 
H armonious ſound *em, let his Praiſes ſhine. 
If a corrupted, baſe, inglorious Train 


Tong Time inur'd to Vice, and ſordid Gain, 


| 1 5 tir'd of Frauds, —and wou d their Morals mend, 


Put off their Avarice—and ſerve their Friend, 


P rove to their King, and to their Country true, 
& ir Joan, they'll do it, when they copy you. 


E 
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a ACROISTICH, 
| Wrote on Alderman 


B ehold the Man, renown'd for doing Good, 

L oudly Fame ſpeaks him born of noble Blood ! 
A rabition never fir'd his God-like Mind, 
K in to no Knavery, juſt to all Mankind. 
I n him, Britannia finds a faithful Son, 
S tanch to his Country, by no Brib'ry won. 


O n Courts depends not, ſeeks not after Fame; 


T rue to his Promiſe, —has no ſelfiſh Aim, | 
VMo Doubt but all that read this know his Name. 


—C 


The STAYMAKER's ADDRESS 


to te LADIES. 


Ehold, fair Lake of this Nation, 
The uſeful'ſt Man in God's Creation; 5 
Tis I that can with wond'rous Art, 
To you a Shape and Air impart. 
I am the Man, come ſoon or later, 
That baffles all the Spite of Nature. 
She that is like a Sixpence bent, 
Has now no Reaſon to repent; 
Thc? like the worſt of Billets winding, 
Ladies, it is'nt worth your minding 3 
Repair to me, *tis in my Pow'r 
To make you ſtraight in half an Hour. 


Hump- 
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 Hump-back*'d I ne'er attempt in vain, 
Buc bring the Mountain to a Plain. 
Materials, I've the beſt in Town, 
Which far and near ſpread my Renown ; 
Some Bunglers who thread the Needle, 
May for your Cuſtom cringe and wheedle 3 
May tell ye half a thouſand Lies, 

But are aſham'd to advertiſe. 
I mak this publick * 
Only becauſe it is the Faſhion; 
Or elſe the Devil a Bit Pd vapour 


In this, or any publick Paper. 
' Ladies I always ſcorn to boaſt, 


I am in Workmanſhip the firſt; 


Tho! they all know I rule the Roaſt. 
Let vile Pretenders do their worſt, 


: And me the wond'ring World ſhall praiſe, | 
Not for my Tongue, but making Stays. 


The JILT, a New s ON G. 
0 ſmeil Corinna in the Morn, 
| Before the Goddeſs does adorn 


With Patch, Perfume and Paint, 
Gods! what a nauſcous frowzy Stench, 


2 - , who'd but think a Cinder Wench 


Might make a ſweeter Saint. 


E 2 Corinna 
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Corinna in the Afternoon, 

As ſoft as May, as ſweet as June, 
The braveſt Fellow ſcorns; 

But who'd the Jilting Goddeſs wed, 


With Hopes to win a Maiden-head, 
And get a Pair of Horns ? 


—_—— 


— 


S. p 0 E M 


oN THE 


DAY of JUDGMENT. 


Archangels Trumpets ound to wake the Dead. 
The foaming Ocean renders up her All, 
The Earth no leſs obedient to his Call. 
The Poor from Elm ſoar to the lofty Skies, 
The Rich from coſtly Marble Tombs ariſe. 
The Rich, the Poor—anon together meet, 
God's large Account-Book now is open laid, 

And ev*ry Mortals Secrets are diſplay'd. == 

The Righteous are in heavenly Manſions bleft, 

But Hell's eternal Tyrant claims the reſt, 


VERSES 


row. by Command of Him, who all Thing 
Imade, 


e 
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VERSES occaſion'd by the Coun Txss of 
CoveNnTRY falling from her Horſe in 
Hyde-Park. 1 


\H ! that immortal Milton had been there, 
To view the Fall of one ſo heavenly fair; 
| So Chaſte, fo Virtuous, ſo devoid of Art, 

So juſt, ſo good, fo bright in ev ry Part. 


| LANCELOT' WILL. 


\INDING myſelf extremly ill, 
F I thought I'd better make my Will ; 
| Becauſe, ſometimes, when People die, 
Diſputes with Legatees run high: 
Which Diſcord, Noiſe and Tumult brings; 
But Vl! prevent ſuch Sort of Things. 
Come hither, Sarab,—come my Dear, 
See what your Husband's doing here: 
This is my Will—without one Flaw, 
You'll find it all ſtand good in Law. 


Call Neighbour Tommy in,—go, run, 
| And Tm ll witneſs what ve done. 


Oh! here he is, — 
Talk of Old Nick, his Imps appear. 


—aye, faith he's here, 


= Come, fit down, Sarah, —fit down, Tom, 


*Egad I'm very glad you're come. 
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Believe me, Tom,—Pm going to die, 
Nay,—how's all this? Fye, 7 ommy, ye, 
Pray puil your Finger from your Eye, 
Why, what a Fool you are to cry! 
What, Sall,—are you a ſniv' ling too, 
Ah, what a coaxing ſlut are you! 
Pray, Sarab, your Diſſembling ſmother, 
You'll not be long · without another; 

But don't miſtake,—I·d have you know it, 
I do not mean another Poet. 


No, no,] warrant you'll take more care, 


Aye, —aye, — gad you're no Fool * Dear: 
You by Experier ce know] I'm ſure 
That Poets are confounded poor, 
Without a Lie, it may be ſaid 
You've oft gone ſupperleſs to Bed, 
And Bread and Butter's been the Tune, 
With the Children often till high Noon 

But I ſhan't have it in my Power, 

To ſee you ſo above an Hour. 

I know my time, —ſo muſt prepare, 

Sall, bring ſome Gin. Now Tem give Ear, 
See this, that's like a Broker's Bill, 

Is thy old Pot Companion's Will: 

Item, My Bedſtead full of Bugs, 
One Sheet, — one Blanket, —two old Rugs, 
One Shirt and Half, that's all my Linnen, 
A batter'd Sauce- pan that wants tinning; 

A Pair of rotten Stocking Breeches, 

That have more Vermin in, than Riches ; 
One Pair of Stockings—but fo, io, 

A Wig flux'd up at Aidalle-rorv. 
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A Hat without a Button or Loop, 
Boil*'d well, wou'd make delicious Soup: 
A Pair of Shoes—or Sandals rather, 
That want both Soles, and Upper Leather. 
An old Hearth Bruſh, without a Handle, 
A Candleſtick, and half a Candle. 
| Two Knives, like Saws—quite clumſy made, 
One wants a Handle t other a Blade. 
A Poker ſhap'd extreamly odd, 
Made of a broken Curtain Rod : 
A Pair of Tongs, that meet ſo vile, 
To uſe em always makes one ſmile: 
A Shovel, quite beyond Diſpute, 
That Cer you'll find the Fellow to't. 


A Pair of Bellows—but the Snout 


| | Is loſt—ſome how, by dropping out; 


An Iron Pottage-Pot and Ladle, 


With an old Eighteen-penny Cradle; - 
And three young Brats, that's always ſcreaming 
I leave my Wife, the beſt of Women. 


THE 
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Rn RS RS SED, 
of Reel Reel Ree Rell Goel 


THE 


SENTIMENTS of a MOB; 

O R, THE 
UNACCOUNTABLE MURDER. 
A Comi-Tragi POEM, in HuDiBRASTIC VERSE, 


A EL you that ove u gather News, 

At the Hazard of wearing out your Shoes, 
Pray travel to Southampton-ftreet, 
ke Joey's cnc ile your Fee x - 

For I heard a Basket Woman ſay, | 
Tis but a very little Way: 
Ho far, it matters not a Farthing; 
It lies ſomewhere, by Covent-Garden, 
Among a Mob, that's gaping there, 


| Depend upon't, more Lies you'll hear, 


Than ever there were Lamps or Lights, 
Hung out on ten rejoycing Nights. 

At Four o'Clock, this fatal Morning, 
Lieutenants take it for a Warning! 
For, as the Watchman tells the Story, 

_ Tis very ſhocking, I aſſure you; 

He in a hollow Tone declares, 

Nay, by his broken Lanthorn ſwears, 


ICRC 


3 


> 


Ro 


24 nerds OE FTIR 


T the doen the Area 
And after it tcok too much Pains, 
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A Gentleman, confounded drunk, 

Was horn mad after a naſty Punk : 

The Houſe was all ſhut up and quiet, 

When he began to rave and riot; 

| Irs enough to ſet one's Heart a-aching, 
To read the Conſequence of raking : 

By playing ſome unruly Trick, 

dropt his Stick ; 


| Mounting the Rails, —with addFd Brains; 

| For ſoon as cer he'd reach'd the Top, 

He tumbl'd down, and neer got up! 

And this was what three Sailors ſwore; 


1 If *ewas a Lie, without Diſpute, 


| What Planet ruPd that fatal Hour, 


4} They'd not have told it, and ſwore to? 3 
The Inqueſt—this employ d their Thought i in, 
And, accidental Death twas brought in.” 


To tell, I have'nt in my Pow'r; 
But all th* Inhabitants on Earth, 
Allow twas one of little worth. 
| But don't imagine I have done, 
| My Poem is but juſt begun; 
_ *Tis long,—tho? very dull and flat, 
So read away, and ne'er mind that. 
From Newport and St. James s. Market, 
Some Butchers thus begin to clark it; 
What did he fall down on his Back ? 
. No,—that won't do—it looks d—d Black. 1 
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Ti lay the Worth of Twenty Sheep, 
Says one they kill'd him in his Sleep. 
Lord how you talk, a Cobler cry*d, 
The Folks are bad—— that's not deny d 
But yet they ſhoud'nt be bely d. 
Im ſure I heard the Story right, 
From one that rambl'd late laſt Night. 
Aye, Leather-Apron, did you ſo? 
Cry'd one, whoſe Trade is, Milk below! 
Let's hear how 'twas—T long to know. 
Aye,—ſo do I, replies a Chip; 
Oh! Pray let's have it ſays a Skip? 
By all Means ſays a Weaver; pray 
Begin, ſays one that drives a Dray : 
Silence enſu*d from ev*ry one; 
The Maſter of the Awl begun; 
Look down the Area, there's Sehe! 
But Murder always come to Light: 
This Man was murder'd very crafty; 
NN „ 
As by this Door he walk d along, 
Out popt a Fellow ſtout and ſtrong, 
Who robb'd him took his Life away! 
rn _ 
wok Nom vs ths later: 
His Wife, his Family is undone, 
What barb*rous Doings are in London ! | 
Barb' rous, the Cobler twice expreſt, 
And eruel, cruel, cry'd the reſt; 


180) 
But Jobſon's Story woud'nt bear | | 


Wich all; for ſome began to jeer, 
And cry——Z—ds, what a Hum is there! 
Some ſaid the B—d, ſome faid the W re, 
Some ſaid a Bully op*d the Door; 
And having for his Watch an Itching, 
Rob'd him, —and kill'd bim in the Kuchen 9 
A Woman that ſells Greens declares 
They murder d him upon the Stairs, 
Before he'd Time to ſay his Pray'rs. 
A Butter- Woman of ſmall Note, 
Makes Oath ſhe faw em Tut his Throat: 
| She vows ſhe to the Key-hole run, 
| There peep'd, and ſaw the Murder done. 
A Coachman can for certain tell ye, 
They ſtabb d him three Times in his Belly. 
A Broker ſwears as he went by; 
But Brokers will both fwear and lie! 
And tho” none credit that have Senſe; 
A Broker's Word, nor Evidence 
Teet an impartial Judge and Jury 
Will never fly into a Fury, | 
Bur hear both Sides, and each Vote number, 
As cool as ever was Cucumber. 
The Broker thus addreſs'd the Mob, 
He lies, that ſays he had one Stab; 
And ſhe that talks of cutting Throats, 
Deſerves to have her Petticoats | 
PulFd off, —and when ſhe's bare, with Whip 
From Hangman ä made to skip. 1 
R 
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And as for her that ſells the Greens, 
I wou'dn't anſwer for her Sins 
For all the Gold the Bankers feels, 
With all that's in the Lott'ry Wheels : 
And thoſe that preach of Kitchen Murder, 
Had better ſtop —and go no further. 
As to the Fellow with the Stirrup, 
That does of Theft and Murder chirrup, 
My Fingers do begin to itch, 
To run his Awl into his Breech; 
For there is none but me as yet 
That's into this great Secret let; 
And I with ſerious folemn Phiz, 
Can tell how twas, and how it is: 
Believe me, I know all about it, 
And he's a Coxcomb that does doubt it : 
As I do for Salvation hope, 
The Man was ſtrangled with a Rope, 
And then convey'd into the Area, 
From that, I ſwear, Ill never vary; 
For, ſhou'd the Coroner's Inqueſt crave it, 
Of this Ill make my Affidavit. 
To make the Broker's Story clean, 

A ragged Slut, about ſixteen, | 

Not half ſo fragrant as Belinda, 
Stands to't, they toſs'd him out of Window ; 
She ſaw him fall — ſhe heard the Smaſh, 
Then ſaw two W res Jet down the Saſh. 
I cou'd proceed a great deal further, 
About this Murder — or no Murder ; 


|  U nnumber'd Virtues deck her ſpotleſs Mind, 


C09 
But as there's ſuch a Hubble-bubble, 
I think it's hardly worth the Trouble; 
And now I'll lay a Pint of Ale on't, 
No Body e er makes Head or Tail on't. 


4 A CR O8 TICK, 
PER n 5 
Mr ; 
So e 
T wou'd take an Age to have but half h. 
E ternity's #60 ſhort to tell his Worth, I 
| ah Thought —cxch Word —exh Adin fe 
5 his Birth, - 1 
D ue, Lit nd Warmth around the Ern. 
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An ACROSTICK 
Wrote on 


1 
Tes, by the Gods, 'is he —the bur Far! 
O h! what amazing Excellence is here! 


No Maid fo fair, fo beauteous, chaſte and kind; > 
6 1 


| V was a very unfortunate Bard. 
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A SaTYRICAL ALPHABET: 


A was an Author, but got little by't. 
B was a Baſtard, begot by a Knight. 

C was a Church — but to tell you more plain, 

D Dunſtan $ the Name ont — where preaches Re- 

maine. 

E was an E—1, who deferv'd Ridicule; 

8 was a grumbling ald greedy Churchtwarden, -. 

H a Houſe- hut ſcaręe worthwa Farthing: 

F mis il, who. was fond ef Perfumes, 

K was Kent-ftreet, well noted for Broome: 

L A Lott'ry Ticket, drawn Blank, ſays the Buyer, 
M Maddox, who danc'd at the Fells on the Wire: 

N was Nobody, when Miſchief was done, 

O Orator Henly ;—but he's dead and gone; 

P was a Patriot, who gain'd little Merit, 

Q was a Quaker, oft moy'd by the Spirit. 

R was a Rebel—whom God had forſook, 

S a Subſcriber to Lanczror's Book. 

T was the Times, I'll be fworn tot they're hard, 


 W was a Watchman, who cry'd with Command, 
* X. Y, Z, &. — 
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REMARKS on a HoyeyvrL Crew. 


THE following Lines I ſend ye * 

Who live by Wh—re—g, Th-v—ng, 
Ch—t—ng! 

1 know no Place in all the Nation, 

That's further from a Reformation; 

*Tis full as e' er it can be cram'd, 

Of Souls that ſurely will be d——d, 

Unleſs they put in Execution 

The Means of getting Abſolution; 

But I am certain by you're Grinning, 
That ye had rather keep on Sinning. 
Cou'd one believe Predeſtination, 

Ye're ſentenc'd to Hell's Habitation. 

| | Had ye one Thimbie- full of Virtue, 
I The Devil cou'd have no Pow'r to hurt ye; 
Bur I may ſpeak it, to my Sorrow, 

You're worſe than Sodom and Gomorrah : 
There's nothing in the Devil's Spirit, 

But what ye ev'ry one inherit; 

Not one from Threeſcore to Eleven 
Years old, can think of going to Heaven. 
Nay—ſome of you're fo prone to Evil, 

Ye doubt there's either God or Devil ! 

| Worſe than infernal Imps I deem ye, 

For Swearing, Curſing ani: Blaſphemy ; 
Perjury's what ye take Delight in; 


When you've been Brawling, Scratching Fighting, 
An Tr: Evidence is borrow'd, 


A Warrant — goes forward! 


The 
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One that can Lie, and Swear, and Thieve, 
Of which God knows, there are too many, 
Who'll ſwear their Souls Black for a Penny ; 
Who'd hang their Father before it's Night, 
If they can get a Shilling by't! 
The Lord above help the Defendant, 
If he's of Knav'ry ir 
And keep him from the hell-born Paws 
Of thoſe that fight the Devil's Cauſe ; 
Above an Hundred ſuch you'll meet, 
Near Exeter and Cath rine Street. 
„ Oh, Jupiter! moſt great and able, 
« Whoſe Health I ev'ry Day at Table 
Drink in Small Beer; doſt thou (O where is 
Thy Sight !) not ſee what Doings here is? 
I know thou haſt it in thy Pow'r. 
To mend their Morals in an Hour: 


« And work a thorough Reformation, 
* 3 Nation.“ 


a Thin an aha in fav Qingaties, * 


— — 


cl p @- * * . p g . 


HEAR 8 1 Y. 


» nothing but what Vilas dere tay ; 
So we ſhou'd'nt always go by Hearlay ; 
Leſt it ſhou'd be the bad Occaſion 

Of ſpoiling ſome good Reputation: 
Tho? as Times go, there are not many, 
Who's Reputation's worth a Penny; 
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Yet 


| Beſides the Legacy that Dick 
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| Yet o'er their Heads, there hangs a Curſe, 
That love to make Things worſe and worſe, 
Here I've gone Half a Mile about, 

To bring a little Scandal our. 

Authentick now, as I'm alive, 

Tl give you ev'ry Word full drive; 
I hear there's left you by your Granum, 
Above Two Thouſand Pounds per Aunum. 


Left you when he went to Old Nick. 

Report ſays next, you cheated Lownds 

Of more than Seven Hundred Pounds; 

| Beſides that Job of being Guardian, 

| | When you embezzled ev'ry Farthing; 

| About Eight Thouſand Pounds-the Whole, 

*Tis pretty picking by my Soul! 

| Then you've One Thouſand Pounds a year 

For Scheeming—faith G— pays you dear, 

{ While you are thriving, Millions fret, 
And wonder how the Ks in debt. 

But while you ſwim, you'd never think, 

| If your own Father was to fink : 

For all you're Aim, to ſpeak in brief, 

| Is how to be an rant Tf 


G ADVICE 
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ADVICE w DICK. 


Dic, you behave but very oddly ; 

For God's Sake ſtrive to live more godly ; 

Leave off your Tricks of Ranting, Roaring, 

Swearing, Drinking, Gaming, Whoring : 

1 

Nor ſpend your Time in Bawdy-houſes 

*Sblood, 2b 

By thoſe looſe Prigs about the Temple; 

Or that you mean your Heart to harden, 

Like knowing Culls in Covent-Garden. 

Friend Dick—to tell you plain, theſe Ramblers, 

Tho? dreſs'd like Beaux—are often Gamblers, 

Who, for vile Deeds and ill Expreſſions, 

Oft wait their Doom at Quarter Seſſions; 

None can for any Good depend on em 

Now caſt—condemu'd —hang'd—there's an End 
on En. 


= — — — 


THE 
eier EXECUTORS. 


As AT IX E; 
2 Founded on FACT. 
ARD by a magnificent Pile of Stone, 


Where Kings aſſemble, 8 


Throne, 
Where 
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Where carping Mortals to make Bargains come, 


And jingling Tunes oft play, Britons ftrike home. 
There liv'd of late, a fair and wealthy Dame, 


The angry Muſe dare almoſt tell her Name; 
But Souls ignoble might th* Advantage take, 


And hungry Lawyers make the Poet quake ; 
For always when a Villain's Faults are told, 


He grows outragious, deſperate and bold; 


Envy, Revenge, and Malice ſeize his Breaſt, 
And all his Thoughts are in his Looks expreſt: 


He'll facrifice the deareſt Friend las got. 


 *Tis fo with all the crafty Hell-born Crew, 
3 cheat the tender Orphans of their Due; 
Such are the Es of whom I treat: 


Sure Stroud was never half fo great a Cheat! 
Dare ye—ye ſordid Villains, make a Doubt, 


That divine Vengeance cannot find you out? 


Or, do ye mock the Power and dread Command 
Of him that holds whole Kingdoms in his Hand; 
That calms the Sea - or bids the Tempeſt roar, 
Rides on the Winds, and ſends the haſty Show'r ; 
That darts down fiery Flaſhes from on High, 
And rolls loud Peals of Thunder round the Sky ; 


Makes ſmiling Sal diſperſe his warmeſt Breeze, 


Or pale- fac'd Lana all the Rivers freeze. 
Famine and Earthquakes rule at his Command, 


Or, Plague and Peſtilence goes through the Las ; 

Such is the Work of this great powerful God, 

Who can deſtroy e'en Millions at one Nod: 

Who in a Moment Empires can o'erthrow, 

And cruſh the World to nothing at one Blow. 
G 2 1 
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This mighty Lord this everlaſting King, 

Will every ſecret Knave to Juſtice bring. 

This ſacred Judge that does Men's Actions view, 

Will give theſe vile Es their due; 

At his Tribunal they muſt ſoon appear, 

And anſwer all the Frauds committed here. 

But tremble not—ye bold and daring Cheats, 

Ye guilty Guardians taſte your dear bought Sweets, 

Although _— ee eee 

That ye embezzle from the Fatherleſs; | 

Think it an Honour to poſſeſs the Bait, 
For Gold does Wonders, Gold's a God that's great. 


Worſhip the glittering Mammon count it o'er, 


And wiſh you had cheated em of ten times more; 
Abound in Luxury—make light your Heart, 
And joy to think they've none to take their Part: 
Triumph, get drunk, and think yourſelves * 
As Alexander fix'd in all his State. 

Then ſtrive to copy murd' ring Nero next, 

And never be diſheartn d nor perplex'd. 
There's none but daſtard Souls am are, | 
*Tis cowardly to be poſſeſs'd of Fear. 

With flinty Hearts—your Villainy purſue, 

Until you make Hell bluſh at what ye do: 

Since Hell muſt be your Doom (all Good renounce, 
Be neꝰ er ſo bad) ye can be dd but once. 


The 


(53) 


THE 
C HE A T 8 
A New 8 O N G. 


M Here's nothing but Cheating goes down, 
"Tis the Faſhion to play Counterfeits, 
There's Cheating all over the Town, 
So ll fing a new Song of the Cheats. 
The Parſon that preaches the Word, 
Is fober—when in the Pulpit; ” | 
But out—he's as d—k as a Lord, 
Which proves that his Doctrine's a C-—-<. 
— . 
The Doctor that cures all Ills, 
|| Let the Danger be ever ſo great, 
In the Price of his Bolus and Pills, 
| Has often been thought a damn'd t. 
There's a new Set of Men at the Helm, 
Some ſay they're performing great Feats ; 
A Month hence, I'm afraid through the Realm, 
We ſhall hear nothing talk'd of but C—s. 
ev'ry one's Curſe, 


6 


Poor Byng has had 

For running away from the Fleet, 

Faith, I don't think the Man took a Purſe ; 

And 1 that a Coward's no Cheet. 
FI, 


! 


(54) 
VI; 


Right or wrong h*as been doom'd for to bleed, 

So no more about him ſhall be writ; 

But I wiſh all the reſt that ſucceed, 

May'nt their King and their Country cheat, 

\ 

What a Navy would England command, 

If no Knave a Commiſſion could get; 

But its plain that by both Sea and Land, 

Above half will——I do not fay cheat. 

„„ 

To the Juſtice that fits on the Bench, 
To judge if you've acted diſcreet, 

Give a Bottle, a Pipe and a Wench, 

2 * and c—t, 


„* 

Tho' double he charges you—yet 

He ſwears he's ſo blind he can't free 
That you've Reaſon to call him a Cheat. 
The Church-warden's Belly looks big, 
*Cauſe he makes all the Pariſh ſtand Treat ; 
Feed him with Fowls, Ham and roaſt Pig, 


He cares not who calls him a Cheat. 


XI. 

The Conſtable comes with a Warrant, 
And catches his Man in the Street; 
The Pris'ner, who knows well his Errand, 
_ Slips lily a Bribe to the Cheat. 


Wh. tvs dew as cd we, 
At his comical Medley of Skits, 
—— —— 


a EPISTLE : defign'd * 8 to 


(55) 
XII. 
To the Poet exert your ill Nature, 


He I preſently puzzle his Wits, 


And by dint of his Lampoon and Satire 
He'll prove _ 


. 


Becauſe its fo honeſtly writ ; 


Sure Nobody'd hurt him for this, 
Unleſs 'rwere ſome damnable Cheat. 


_ 


the Earl of 96—— 


ROM fam'd Grab-freet, 
That ſmells fo ſweet, 


Great Son of Wit I'm come; 


Be merciful, | 
To one that's dull, 


I am, good Sir, 


Fram ene whacOvar is hive ; 


But greatly hurt, 
By Greaſe and Dirt ; 


3 You'll fay——what's that to you? | 


(56) 
My Maſter ſeems 
To have ſtrange Whims, 
But ne er a Flight 
He takes is right: 
You'll ſay——what's that to you ? 


A thouſand Times, 

ln Proſe and Rhymes, 

5 H' as ſcribbꝰd ſomething new ; 
r 
Cou'd half paid get: 
ou'll fay——what's that to you? 


All Day he'll write, 
Sit up all Night, 


Burn Fire and Candle too, 


Times wans onus Prins, | 
To crack his Brains : 


You'll ſay——what's that to you? = 


H 's d -d the Nine: 
That's mighty fine; 
But Bards ſuch Things will do, 
When Things run croſs, 
Loſs after Loſs— 
He's had——but what care you? 


He, to be ſure, 
Is devliſh poor, 
His Landlord knows that's true 
ou'll gueſs what's meant; 
| = for Rent, 
— =——0— what care you? 


The Nuri garen too; 


He'll pay em again to you. 


( 41 
The Doctor's Bill 
When Child was ill, 


Nun up to Guineas two; 


And Daddy, he 
Has made it three; 


bur what al tha to you? 


You'l — that to yu 


Tu- Midwife muſt | 


The Goſſips their 
Own Charge muſt clear; 


— 


Now to conclude, | 
For Pve been rude, 


Beyond Expreſſion too ; 


In humble Rhymes, 
Ten thouſand Times, 
i Pardon beg of you. 


P. & Let Laxcnior 


Not be forgot, 
Who of Guineas wants a few ; 
Mind his Intent, 

Not gib'n, but lent, 


H 
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A New S ONG: 


AKE happy, dear Charmer, a Youth that 
cou'd prove 

In Friendſhip ſo faithful, ſo conſtant in Love; 

So chearful in Bondage, bright Charmer, 

So gentle, ſo tender, and loving to thee. 


Not one jealous Moment cou'd baffle my Bliſs, 

All Day cou'd I toy, Love, all Night cou'd I kiſs, 

Now gazing with Wonder, your Charms I adore, 

Co d preſs thee and kiſs thee, Ten Thouſand Times 
or. 


cou'd be, 


__— qc raviſh the Mind, | . 
Bear with em their Trophies, and promiſe you 

kind; mo OT 
And to thee, bright Maiden, for Pity I plead, 
God Cupid has caus'd me fincerely to bleed. 


Soft innocent Virgin, no Mind can conceive, 
How happy for ever with thee I cou'd live ; 
All other gay Beauties cou'd frankly deſpiſe, 
While charm'd with your Virtues, and aw'd by your 
_ | 


E P I G R A M. 
WS I Lawyer, which God knows there's 


many, 
I'd ſtrive to be as great a Rogue as any. 


An | 


( 43) 
a ACROSTICHK, 


Wrote on 


B ehold the Man, renown'd for doing Good, 

L oudly Fame ſpeaks him born of noble Blood; 
A mbition never fir'd his God-like Mind, 
& in to no Knavery, juſt to all Mankind: 

In him Britannia finds a faithful Son, 
S taunch to his Country, by no Brib'ry won. 
T rue to his Promiſe—has no ſelfiſh Aim, =] 


'O n Courts depends not—ſecks not after Fame ; 14 
N © Doubt but all that read this know his Name.] 


— — 


Orator Hes EPIT APR 


ER E lies an W Faith's Defender, 
Fav'rite of the Devil, Pope, and the Pre. 
A ſcandalous, baſe, and opprobrious Preacher, 
A notorious, noiſy, dull, half- meaning Teacher. 


| Thar into other People's buſineſs looked 


And was a brazen, buſy, meddling Blockhead : 
A mad, outragious, raving Fiend of Fiends— 
That Hell ſet on—to get at hell-born Ends. 
One, whoſe eternal Wiſhes, Schemes and Pray*rs 
aaa aka Es 
_ . ce One 


3 (44) 
One, that claim*d Privilege to the Toleration 
Of throwing Skits on the King—and all the Nation : 
One, who tis thought wou*d hardly been unwilling, 
To have cut his Sov*reign's Throat for half a Shil- 
ling, 


_—_—— 


at Sa SS. > 


GRACE before MEAT, 


For a Lanx As8EMBLY of MEcnanics; 


to be faid or bang at their anowal BEAN 


FEAST. 


HY hs, Lord, are here, 
To walk we ſcarce are able, 


*Cauſe we've but one good Meal a Year, 
And that is on the Table. 


We beg not for an Appetite, 

Of that thou know'ſt we're ſure ; 
But, Lord, we beg that while we bite, 
Our Teeth may ftand ſecure. 7 


Hard Stift ve make to cram our Throats 
Our Wits we're forc'd to puzzle; 
We ſell our Credit, pawn our Coats, 
To eat and get ſome Guzzle, 
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When we with Hunger are grown fick, 
Neceſſity does thruſt us 


In Chandlers Shops, to run a Tick 
With any one who'll truſt us. 


But what the greateſt Grief affords, 
Not one near Covent- Garden, 


| = Without a hundred ſlighting Words, 


Will ruſt a ſingle Farthing. 

5 Whar's coming now will make ye Smile 
*Tis true, upon my Soul, 
We run three Quarters of a Mile 
To get a butter ter d Roll. = 


Not fo with thoſe who've Gold in ſtore, 
That cringe about the Court, : 
| And by their Penſions make us poor, 
And make the Poor their Sport. 


Proudly they live upon their Means, 
And ſplendid Feaſts provide; 
Bleſs but our Bacon, and our Beans, 


bs — 


— 


IT a' ter Bit, with eager Haſte, 
| How greedily it follow'd ; 
But ſince our Hunger's quelPd at laſt, 
Thanks Lord for all we've ſwallow'd. 


(46) 


NN 


-- 2 f 


The Portſmouth GAR L AN p, 


O R. 


An Expeditious PROLOGUE; 


Wrote nnn this memorable Srchzr . 
Ex EDITION; to be ſpoken at Portſmouth Harbour, 


By any GENTLEMAN STROL ER. 


TDEhold, in Spite—of Wind and Weather, 
D 
gay 4 amb 
Oh ! 'twas a glorious Expedition! 
*Egad, this heavy Undertaking = 
. FO 6 act 
kr. Dick and Ocrne—wcll make em ſick; 
In the long run we ſhall be right, 
For all our Schemes are vaſtly bright. 
I'm ſure no Fleet can ever boaſt 
Of leſs Feats done—and leſs Men loſt ; 
Two kill'd—that's all——and all that's true, 
Rare News, by Heav'n!——only two; 


 Bravo—my Engliſh Hearts of Oak, 
This was a noble bold home Stroke; 


(47) 
'Tis home all over——if y ye'd ſeeꝰt, 


Repair to Portſmouth——there's the Feet; 


Huzza, my Boys bring up a Cag, 
Come, here's Succeſs to th* Britiſb Flag, 
We'll teach the Garlict Dogs to brag. * — 
The Gods enraptur d ſtood admiring, 
Our lucky Thirty- minutes Firing F, 
In Thirty Minutes we can do, 
What takes them up an Age or two; 
They never had it in their Pow'r, 
To do ſuch Feats in Half an Hour; 
That great important Iſland Air, 
Poor Monſieur muttering forſakes ——— | 


* By Force of Arms we have ſubdu'd it; By 


1 *?Tis a fine Place they ſay, aho're view'd it. 
e 5 
With all the Eaſe imagi 
In great Diſtreſs we ſoon ſhall ſee * um, 
*Tis our Turn now to ſing Te Deum; 
But hold—methinks it is nt good, 
To halloo, while we're in the Wood; 
But this is ſpoiling the Conneftion, - 
What then—the Thought requires Reflection: 
Minorca's lolt—phoo! never mind it, | 
One Day or other we ſhall find ĩt: 


* Carkel, r 
1 Thirty Minutes —no longer in taking the Iſland. 
t About as big as St. Pans Church-yard. 


(48) 
And we'll have Rochfort by and by, 
As ſoon as that damn'd Ditch is dry *. = 
22 
F 5 
We'll drop the Matter till next Spring, "1 


And then I warrant we'll do the Thing ;. . 
So hallo Boys, God Save the King=—=-. 2 


1. 
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Dort Tagke a Nas. 
. 
May run away, . 1 nel | + 
Til fave a bloody Fight. 


„ They tell us the Ditch was I'd with Water up to the Brim; 
2 Pawh Bias prevented hens. foam „ 4 


| 
N. B. Whether they tell us true or no—I cannot determine ; 1 


but alas, poor Exoland /—I inay venture to declare thee prodigi- 
ouſly unfortunate in all thy long laborious Undertakings. | 
+ Pyramus ; read Shakeſpear's Midſummer Night's Dream. 


1 
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= 
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A New DRINKING SONG. 


By LanCELOT. 
Tune, Jolly Mortals, Ge. 
FARK ! What Voice is that like Thunder? 


Cries out Britons, fill your Bowls ; 
Zounds, *tis Becchus——mark him yonder, 


* See with Liquor how he rolls. 


9 Since the jolly Gods before us, 
—_ Till we are drunk we'll never ſtart; 


Sons of Albion join in Chorus, 


Walter fetch us t other Quart. 


If a Damſel ſhould deceive ye, 
Sigh not for the faithleſs Fair; 


Drink a Bumper—'twill relieve ye, 


Wine has Charms to baniſh Care. 


Britons—fo renown 


vd in Story, 


Ne er had found the Road to Glory, 
If it had'nt been for Wine. 


To great George—our Faith's "Ig 

| Fill a Bumper to the Brim; 

Not one Drop for the Pretender, 

Wine was never made for him. 5 
a ' He 


(66) 


He ſhall drink the Juice of Barley, 
And on Oatmeal Pudding dine ; 
Here's Confuſion to thee, Charley, 

In a Bumper of — | 


— — | — x — 
* Xe n 


The B L ASPHEMER. 
An 0 D E. 


IRE. im pious Wretch, that corns to dread, 

The Power of the Lord, 
Calls for Damnation on his Head, 
And ſwears at ev'ry Word. 


With bitter Oaths his Mouth is cramm'd, 
With no Remorſe he's ſtung; 
For all the Language of the Damn d 
s utter d by his Tongue. 


| His Breath, which ſhou'd be us'd in Pray'r, 
I in Blaſphemy ſpent; 

Like Brimſtone it infects the Air, 
Whene'er he gives it Vent. 5 


— his Faults to tell, 
Your own he bids you ſee ; 


Then damns you to the Pit of Hell, 
And foxns you're ware wan by: 


(6) 


The Thoughts of Pray'r ſo much he loaths; 
Give him a Book to read, | 
Than once repeat his Creed. 


He lives, as though his Duty were 
To practiſe all that's evil; 
"= and curſe, and damn, and fear, 


SALLY — fir the Loſs of 
TOMMY MARCH. 


By Lanezior. 


FF Love's a focet Paſſion——Why does it thus 


ſearch 
My Heart, for the Loſs of that Rebel Tow March 3 


A Wretch ſo inconſtant——ſo faithleſs as he, 
 Ovught neꝰ er to be truſted wherever he be. ; 


Ye innocent beautiful Nymphs of che Plains, 


Be wa d of is er -e the Nihogl 
clear, 


Had ell im he praſti agu. Fr 


( 68 ) 


He liv'd by the Door where I us'd for to ſtray, - 
He's handſome, and airy, and genteel, and gay; 
How ſorry am I, that I've Reaſon to ſay, 
*** 


*Tis impoſſible ſure, that another can come, 
To make his Addrefles ſo genteel as Tam: 


And I vow that Pl] love hin as long as I can. 


— 9 1 - - — »„é— * I 


A VERSE extempore, on paying off the | 
NATION AI DEBT, _ the 
Soldiers Pay. 


Wann l ad he. 
eee, 
Brave Dr has made both Ends meet to'a Hair, 3 
„ 
Tear. 


7. 


ALETTER 


My Tommy, tho falſe, was a proper young Man, | 


Lan mak Can. 


„ 


Deſign'd to have been ſent to the Learned 


Wrote by | 


ROM fam'd Cid: reer, 
That ſmells fo ſweet, 


Tou have this wretched Stuff; 
The Author's there 
A Garretteer, 
| Oblig d to walk in Buff. 


H' ad but a Groat 


no Tas ſomething worſe for wear; 
| He ſpent the Crop 
At Chandler's Shop, 


In Bread, and Cheeſe, and Beer. 


COUNCELLOR HuMBUG: 


ALLY CROKE R's Covsne. - 


_ 


(79) 
Next Day _ ary, 


Ce 


What everlaſting Gratitude 
Had Death fo wiſe a Man fubdu'd, 


Ye Pow'rs, let this a Warning de, 


(71) 


Ode on the Recovery of the Lord Chancellor, 


TI Heav'n, the threat ning Danger's fled, 
That made fo rude a Motion; 


Before this Time, had*ſt thou been dead, 


The World had wept an Ocean. 


Great Gzoner's Breaſt, and God-like Mind, 
Had taſted boundleſs Woe; 


But Fove, in Pity to Mankind, 


| Forbadthe mighty Blow, 


The Lawyers have to pay! 


 Weſtminſter'd ſoon decay. 


cin deen 


There s no ſuch Danger nigh us: 


Like that of Hezekias. 


— 


EPITAPH defign'd for P——mn, 


ERE ere. Iwow, 
I wou 


d be ſorry, if I cou'd tell how. 
A Man that to his Country was fo dear ; 


Oh! how I'd weep, if I cou'd ſhed a Tear! 


ODE 


( 72) 
A LAMPOON wrote on Miſs Nelly, near 


the Manston Hos, who ſquints to 


Admiration, 


a ef 0 who skilful were, 
An hundred Eyes to Argus drew ; 
But what a Wonder, Gods! is here, 


Nell ſees an hundred Ways with two. 


A Lrrzx to Lady Viſeounteſs VANE, oc- 


„ of her Death. 


HAT Blunders in the Preſs are made, 
What Lies are put in Print! 
Thin. we wind you've devs. 
To-morrow nothing's in't, 


From Envy this Report aroſe ; 

But thou, illuſtrious Fair, 
Shall live in ſpite of all thy Foes, 

And brighter ſtill appear. 

Still thou ſhalt imitate the Dove; 
It till ſhall be thy Care, 


To copy out the Bleſt above, 
Till chou art ſeated there. 


VERSES 


J cr. b on on te hs; 2 


1 


| The Houſe to Adam does belong; 
But the Rogue has got himſelf ground young: 


While ſome the merry Pitcher's quaffing, 
1 You'd ſplit your very Sides with laughing. 
1 Projeftors here may ſee his Notion, 
Of finding the Perpetual Motion. 
Tho' 'tis a Hum; the more's the Pity ; 
Faith the Invention's very pretty, 
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VERSES Extempore; wrote on ſeeing 
| Apans's CuRIosSITIES, at the Swan i in 
King fland Road. 


IEW 66 
Behold you've Paradiſe before ye. 


Beſides, h'as alter d his Condition, 


He's Poet, Publican, Magician. 
He has many an odd, uncommon Whim, 
There's few ſo whimfical as him; 
What is it he has got to fear o, 
| From the wide Fame of Don Saltero? 
Not all the Learned in Crane-Court, 
| Can ſhew ye more or make more Sport. 
Nectar itſelf cannot be richer, 


Than Ale from his mirac'lous Pitcher. 


Nay, I'll maintain, and not put Lies in, 


| All that he ſhews is quite ſurprizing. 


Ages unborn ſhall praiſe your Skill. 
I doubt not but you'll ſoon exceed, 
Sir Hans Sloane—and the learned Mead. 


(74) 
The AUTHOR'S RESIGNATION. 


ELI. me, ye Gods, what is my Crime, 
That I am doom'd to write in Rhyme, | 
When 1 fv much abhor kf 

Or if by this poor glim' ring Light, 

I muſt ſtill ſcratch my Ears and write, 


I'll be your humble Servant yet, 
If you'll conſent to let me eat 
Before I ſcribble further; 
But if this Scheme ye did contrive 
To ſtarve poor LaxctLor alive, 
Compleat at once the Murder. 


1. 


2 


Wrote 26 GENTRY going to BATH. ; 


WAY to Bath the Gentry flock ; 

Few to the Pulpit throng: 

ity the Charter ſhould be broke, 
io, Gato eds. 

What was' t malicious Funmy ſaid, 
Of Flora*s Country Jaunt ? 

My Memory's prodigious bad, 

"Twas ſomething bout her Aunt. 


1 


"OO YR 


ts OO 


«} 
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Her Aunt—let's ſee—2zooks, T've forgot, 


Oh, no!——now I remember, 


She did Oh fie—don't mention what; 


But twas done in September. 


Done—what was done ?—Let's have it out 


Has Modeſty been lack'd ? 


You've hit the Mark—tis told about, 


That Fra $ Pitcher's crack d. 


And Fany full of Spite and Spleen 
| | Reports, that Florg's Jaut 
|| To Batb—is only to Lye· in, 

And not to ſee her Aunt. 


* 


Noſe, 
Crows; 


Iackdaw: 


The WORLD compared to a BTR D-CAOr. 
„ 

HE World is a Bird Cage, as plain as your 

The Staeſnen are Kites—and de Clergy ar 


The Lawyers are Vultures—their Clients they gram, 85 
The grave Pedants are Owls——and each Fool's a 


All thoſe that in cheating and coz'ving have Skill, 


Are all Birds of Prey, let em be where they will: 


K 2 


Thoſe 


(76) 
Thoſe that bector and bounce but can do ne er a 
Feat, I 


Are Cocks that will crow—tho' they juſt have been 
beat. 


Thoſe few that's like Blakeney——deſerve a good 
Name, 


They are Cocks that can fight—aye, they're 
of the Game. 


That the Beaux are Pea-cocks——and the Ladies 
90 Pea-hens, 
You may tell without taking a goear deal of Pains : 


Thoſe that fing at the Play-houſe—nithout many | 


Are Linnets—or Thruſhes—or Larks—or Black. 
; birds. 
As for fuck as have not got a muſical Throat, 5 
If hey ſing, they are Cuckoos——'cauſe they're all 
in one Note. 
Four wanton, and waggiſh, and gay buxom Belles, 
Who make a Trade on it—are Water-wagtails. 
All thoſe that love Virtue——and ſoft harmleſs 
Are Pidgeons, that fondly-——2nd chaſtly are coo- 
A great Man the Name of an Oſtrich gets, 

And all little Men are no more than Tom-tits. 

All Women, if filent—or breeding a Riot, 
Are Jays, when their noiſy and Doves when they're 
quiet. 


2 
8 


=  - 
The AuTnor's EPITAPH. 


HE Poet cou d'nt Death eſcape, 

Lord what a Sight; here lies poor ce. 
Beware Cadwallader and Vamp, 
Of Cape's eternal ſudden Tramp. 
Let Podavorskey—and poor Bec. 
Prepare to ſtand Death's fierce Attack. 
Sprightly *egad—who knows what hal- 
Why you and Bell may die To-day. 
While Death drives on—like Gebo Dobbin, 
He may bruſh down Peter, Dicky, Robin; 
r 
Bec, this is ſpoiling the Connection 
Why Death is going to let us ſee, 
ll Wenne | — 
That's in the Butler's Pantry, * 

| Ha—what— zounds—ta——this Capes Ton 

| *Tis an odd Epitaph I own; 
; But *tis'nt Cape fure—ha—how, what! 
3 See Bec. tis nt Cape, it's LAxcror. 
I Zounds, who'd have thought, when he was dead, 
c 


— ww 
—_—_— 


— 


LAMPOON on my Lord TRIex- 
TRADESMAN. 


Wms, n- Queſtion is ad, how you hurry | 
| FeleQuiflopiathies myLand, nkeavillwapey? 


(78) 
But to the poor Tradeſman, who'll truſt you a 


Year, 


"Tis Steward, what fps he? Speak loud in my 
He qua the Sean, be is . 


— your Lordltip that's honeſt and 
juſt. 

TI pay you depend on't ; nay nay if you doubt it, 

And Neceſſity urges, you ſhan't go without it. 

Your Tradeſman unwilling to give you Offence, 

| Cries, no, my Lord, no, it will do a Year hence. 

Thus he raſhly pronounces a hard bitter Sentence, 


For a thouſand to one, but he's brought to Repen- 


— — 


Grace before Meat for the Oh W—ns. 
1 ORD, let us ne'er be overpower'd 
With Hunger—make us able, 
To ſtuff hke Wolves, till we've devour d 
The Victuals off the Table. 


Since we have Plenty at our Will | 

Thanks, Lord, for ſuch a Sight; 

Grant whilſt we eat—our eating fill 
May create an Appetite. wh 


If we have done the Needy wrong, 
is cauſe they do provoke us; 
Thy Mercies, Lord, to us prolong, 
For fear the Meat ſhould choke us. 


Fd make a Spur that wou'd his Conſcience prick. 


And the Devil a Pea on the Fire was boiling, 
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While Calumny on us they throw, 
Feed us, oh Lord—that we may grow, 
As fat as Trueman's Hogs. 


r 


2 


* 


A VERSE 2 wrote on De: 
the Cock-Spur-Maker. 


——Y, who has more cunning than a For, 
| Has made ten thouſand Spurs to prick the Cocks; 


— __—__—__— 


VERSES occafion'd by a barbarous Diſap- 


pointment that the Aur hon lately met with; 
wrote extempore, and left for a certain Gen- 
tleman, at his Houle. 


Rom. 


yup = «+ „ where you faid I wou d 
But was damnably plagu'd for to find out the Sign; 


What's worſe—when I travelPd all over the Lane, 
A pox o'the Journey—my Labour was vain. 
No Mutton, nor Lamb, was there roaſting or broil- 


You 


(8) 

You ſay, that you're moving, tis true what you ſay; 

But my Belly can witneſs you move the wrong Way, 

Beware of ſome Judgment——for Pd have you to 
know it, 

'Tis very inhuman to mock a poor Poet. 


Depend upon't, Sir, as I hope for to ſup, 
That as long as I live, I will ne er make it up. 


— — 


* 


Lauroox on a COOK MA ID, 


5 Who burnt fans of the AuTaor' 8 Writiogs 


to ſinge a Fowl. 


YE Furies guide my Pen to c—e ber Soul, 1 

Who burnt my fav'rite Works to ſinge a Fowl! 

What Piece of cou'd that excel? 

For that vile Act, may the be fing d in H—ll : 

Pluto, the hotteſt Place for her prepare ; 

Legions of Devils, take her to your Care! 

With Turpentine anoint her Body over, 

„Till none but horrid Flames you can diſcover. 

Pour down her Throat a Bowl of melted Lead, 

With Vipers, Snakes, and Hornets, crown her 

Head; 

With Pitch-fork Points, as hot as Fire Coals, 

Burn her, and pierce in a Million of Holes. 

While in her Agonies ſhe does bemoan, 

PI dance a Jigg to every diſmal Groan. 

At ev'ry Shriek ſhe gives, Pl] cut a Caper, i 

And cry Cook, Cook who burnt the Poet's Paper? 
The 


— 
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The P R OH E T, 


For the YEAR 1758. 


By LANCELOT, extempore. 


7 HEN V 3 
And when Court Ladies ſcorn the Name of 
Pride; 


When there's a Reformation in the State, 


When Horſe-racing and Whores are out of Date; 
When my Lord Duke has paid off all his Debs, 


And when the Biſhop preaches till he ſweats, 
When Lawyers lie not—and refuſe their Fees : 


L When Rock gets nothing by the Old Diſeaſe. 
When Arthur's Bloods forget the Game of Whit, 


And when his Worſhip bends no more his Wrift. 


And when State Lott'ry Schemes are quite forſaken 3 
When old d Chalkfone earneſtly begins 


To beg and pray Forgiveneſs for his Sins; 
And when the young Ones, that have juſt begun 
To fin —— grow penicent for what they' ve done, 
When all the World's fo charitable grown, 
Not to ſpy others Faults, but mend their own; 


Then we ſhall have—pray; what ſhall we have then? 
Why—a new Set of Women, and of Men. = 
Men, who'll wear Petticoats—and Women Breeches; 
Players will thrive—and Poets roll in Riches. 
e ” Bath, 
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Bath, Tunbridge, Epſom—then ſhall be neglected, 


And Monkies, Parrots, Lap-dogs—difſreſpected. 
The celebrated Mimic of the Town, 


Shall with the Quality no more go down. 


French Faſhions drop, and Englifþ Ones prevail, 


And Ladies leave their Tea for Toaſt and Ale; 
Each Red-coat then ſhall act a noble Part, 
For ev'ry one ſhall wear a BLacexey's Heart. 
No Cowardice ſhall taint the Britzh Navy, 
Britons ſhall make the Frenchmen cry Pecavi. 
The Bards no more ſhall with Deriſion fing, 
Of Admirals—like Maithews— Lefock —Byng. 
Lauis ſhall then at Heaven's Gate be ſeen ; 
But not with any View of -getting in, 
While there's a Martyr in it nam'd Damien. 
But I'm afraid twill be an Age or two, 
Before we find this Propheſy come true, 


* 


Wrote on the 


King of 

P rudent—Stilfl—God-like—Glorious, 
N eftleſs till he reigns victorious : 

TU ndiſmay'd, and never weary, 


T n 
S till proceed to War and Plunder, 


J ove ſhall find thee Store of Thunder, 
And Hungary ſhall ſoon knock under. 


(83) 
4A ACROSTICK, 
nrote on bis Sacred Majeſty 


45 G ods! if Goodneſs be your Care, 
- | - ver guard him—ev'ry where; 
I O rder all his Councils right, 

| R evenge his Cauſe, and for him fight : 
S ive him Plenty, Health and Eaſe; 
72 
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4 ACROSTICK, 

Wrote on bis Royal Highneſs te 

| D iſcharge your thund'ring Cannons, ſhake the 
Ground, 


U ndaunted William loves the warlike Sound? 
X eep briskly firing Mark ! who leads you on, 
E R- bold 3 


r 


An ACROSTICK, 


Wrote on 


S ome take Delight to ſerve the Poor, 
A nd mock *em even at Death's Door, 
a | MN or will Aiſtance lend: 


D ear Sir — that's not the Cafe with you, 
B y Experience, I have found it true, 


| Tou are a Poor Man's Friend. 
| L 2 an 
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A ACROSTIC E. 


Wrote on that excellent Comedian, and Choice Spirit, 


S uch a one was Killegrew ; 
H udibras in him we view ; 
U nto him is flown, *tis plain, 

| T he very Soul of, o Rare 3. 

D ndlefs Wit, and Humour flows 
R ound him, whereſoe er he goes. 


The CONTRAST os, de Cnanacrans 


of Helliſh Jonx, and Jonx of Hell. 


HE grand Contraſt my Muſe ſhall tel}, 

I *Twixt Helliſh Jobs, and Jobn of Hell; 
Before that either gain'd the Day, 
By Heaven ! there was Hell to pay: 
But as Helliſn Jabn's the elder Brother, 
Fil mention him before the other. 
We all of us, as I ſuppoſe, 
Know a true Toper by his Noſe; 
| Who always thinks it no Diſgrace, 
To have a ruby ſhining Face; 
In ſhining none can Jobs ſurpaſs, 
Becaule his Forehead's made of Braſs : 
Io repreſent the Moon at full, 

Has always been his conſtant Rule, 


ene, al as. wow. = ». wi. 2 es . oo as 
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His fiery Bowſprit from afar, 
Looks like a Comet threat'ning War: 
His Face is blooming as a Plumb, | 
And broad as Mother Red-Cap's Bum ; 
Phoo, d—n all mincing, tis a Farce, 
I plainly mean her brawny A——ſe; 
Jobn loves a chearful flowing Bowl, 
He's what your Toper's call, a Soul; 
But Work and Jobs cou'd neer agree. — 
This by the bye, *twixt you and me. 
In Rain, Hail, Snow, or Sun-ſhine Weather, 
He never works two Days together. 
Thus far in his great Praiſe I've gone; 
Nos the Mule fings of to'ther Jobs ; | | 
He is a jolly jovial Blade, 
As Cer you knew, or &er was made. 
Lively, gay, and debonnair, 
Always ſpruce, to pleaſe the Fair; 
He cares not if they patch or paint, 
Whether a Sinner, or a Saint : 
But John's as wily as a Fox, 


5 Beneath his Chin, h'as got the P—x; 
Which the ſly Rogue, fo full of Humour, 


| Would palm upon you for a Tumour. 
| Tf you're ſuſpicious that I mock, 
| You'll hear the Truth from Doctor Rock. 
| Repair tohim—and, I aſſure ye, 
You'll hear a very merry Story. 
Tho' Jobn of Hell—and Helliſh Jobn, 


(8) 


They always wrangle when they meet, 
And talk of Rogue, and Dog, and C— 
For Heaven's Sake, end all Di 
Ir only makes ye look like Brutes ; 
Bowſprit no more ſhall be my Note ; 
Adieu to Tumour in the Throat. 
Of Helliſh Jabn, and Jabn of Hell, 
My baſhful Muſe no more ſhall tell. 


— 


P R 0LO 8 UE for T1M1BERTOE. 


Writing, 
And when in Trath the Lawyers take Delight in; 
When Phyſic kicks his Conſcience out o Door, 


And Clergymen are lib'ral to the Poor; 


When City Brokers mod rate Profits ſeek, 
And ſcarce forſwear themſelves *bove once a Week; 
When all ſuch Candidates implore your Votes, 


That ne er_ 44 never will turn their 


Coats: 


When Sateen are, what ſome do pleaſe to cll 


'em, 
And when no longer ſuch, nens em; 


Who's now to Spite now to Good - nature leaning, 


Means not at all or dares' nt tell his Meaning: 
When nodding Juſtice bends no more the Wriſt, 
And when at White's they play no more at Whilt ! 


EO OED Te WT I Irony cr 


THEN Gruhfret Authors get Eſtates by 


When 


* 
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When the Bath Waters are no more reſpected, 
When Monkies, Dogs and Parrots are neglected; 
Great Garrick then ſhall fail in Richard's Part, 
And Foate no longer boaſt his mimic Art. 
The Fame of Clive and Pritchard ſhall decline, 


Mis Noffiter ſhall Juliet reſign, 

And Rich no more be fam'd for Pantomime. 
Then Timbertoe ll inſtead of Beer drink Claret, 
And hop from Hackney Coach—into a Chariot. 
Both Houſes, ſighing, ſhall give up their Glory, 
And curſe the good Old Woman's Oratory, 


— 


LETTER to J— F—x. 


VOUR Scheme is good, I muſt agree, 
1 In ſending pilf ring Boys to Sea; 
But only mark, what I've intended, 
| Pd have this Scheme of yours amended : 
And now, before I further ron, 
I'll ſhew you how I'd have it done. 


Thoſe firſt of all together bring, 1 


That wrong their Country, and their King 


Among the Number, Admiral 3——g. 


Next gather up, and bring to Town, 
All that are Traytors to the Crown ; 


And intermix em, when they come, 


With thoſe that we have got at Home. 
Catch all that cringe about the Court, 
Who've Penſions, and do nothing fort: 
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Secure all thoſe that brought a new AR, 

The Name it went by was, The Few AF. 

Eſcape not that infernal Crew, - | 

That cheat the Sailors of their Due. 

Nor ſuch as plunder and oppreſs, 

The Widow and the Fatherleſs. 

Get Thieves of ev'ry Occupation, 
For they're a Nuſance to the Nation; 

And, when you have got all theſe together, 

Send em away, to God knows whither 

Mlethinks America wou'd do, 
But, , Pl! leave that to you. 
I've only gave you juſt a Hint 

Of what I neer intend to print: 

Tho, if you ſhou'd in this ſucceed, 

"Th meadng of your Scheme, ee 


—— 


to Mr. RICH, ſome Years ago. 


Sin, 


7 be peſter'd as I am, all Night and all Day, 


Is a damnable Thing, I may venture to ſay; 

I have Duna'ter Dun—upon Terms that are plain, 
Calls on me to know— when they muſt call again ; 
Each ſtretches his Wind- pipe beyond Moderation, 


And ſwears that Pm grown the worſt Cheat in the 


Nation. 
Methinks, · tis full hard Sure it might be allow d, 
That I'm a Degree or two better than Stroud. * 


rl) Y My „„ 


A LETT ER that was * ROONEY 


V ˙¹b U ůum——⁰⁰⁰•ůum e ̃ cc oe te ot wii: 


|| The Penance is cruel, tis uſing me ill; el 
„ Sir, may do what they 


(%) 
But be that as *ewill—I'm reſolv'd not to fret, 
Tho? Writs were took out, and the Bailiffs were ſet. 
My Pen and my Courage, PII always preſerve 


*Till I die, as I know that | live but to ſtarve. 


will. 


| Thoſe powerful Movements our Deſtiny fix, 
| nin | 


They empty our Pockets whenever they pleaſe, 


| And fill 11 a great deal of Eaſe. 

| So much for the Stars; now I'll drop down to you, 
With a Coat all in Rags, and a Comedy new; 

| A Comedy:? faid 1— Twill ſcarce do for that, 

The Plot is ſo dull, and the Language fo flat. 

| Fora Farce Pm afraid tis too long by one Half; 

Then it ought to be merry, to make People laugh; 


But tis my Misfortune to write without Wit, 


| Sol judge that's the Reaſon I nothing can get. 
| Yet till, Sir, I hope, as I find the whole County 
Has ſpread forth your Praiſes, and rung of your 


| What is't I can hope for? Why, &en to make fe, 
I'll hope you'll be kind to a Bard you ne'er fee. 


And beg, if you can, in an Age ſo polite, 
On your ſenſible Stage, put my Nonſenſe in Sight. 


But if you can't do ſuch a horrible Thing, 


For fear it ſhould leave on your Play-houic a Sting ; ; 


| My Anfwer Ill take, without being in a Fright, 


The ſooner the better—on ow Friday Night. 


A 


he fruitleſs Toil of dull dramatic Writing. 
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A PROLOGUE to a Comedy that will 
never be acted ; to be begun by a Comedian, 


and ended by a ſuppos d Friend to the 


AUTHOR. 


| mad! 
How cou'd he think this Way of getting Riches? 


What monſt rous Folly ſome Mens Minds be. 


lente le che Foal can take Dillabeia, 


Sure he thinks Nonſenſe comes upon the Stage, 


In this judicious—learn'd—and witty Age; 


But faith, my Bucks, we'll ſet his Heart a aching, 
We'll ſhew him that he's damnably miſtaken, 
This Night—that by a Mile his Mark he's miſling, 

We'll prove by off —off—off—and Dint of hiſſing. 
So now, my Bloods—for ſure he ne*er can doubt it, 
| Damn him at once — and never pauſe about it. 


Enter, baſti, a fuppos'd Friend to the AuTHo: 


Hold, — Ch ths Ladies, ſtop the Blow, 
And from your gentle Breaſts let Pity flow: 

Let Mercy mix with all thoſe noble Parts, 
That Heaven has gave, to ſubdue our Hearts. 


Turning 


On Author's Scheme, is moſt confounded | 
*Sblood, one wou'd think the Fellows running 


| H'as pawn'd his Coat, to keep his Jaws in Adtion. 
His Shirt, poor Soul, is from the Collar tearing, 
* Shoes and 8 want repair- 


3 eh Coat—Gaod Lad! Well des me, if Thad 0 


Knocking at cruel Death's tremendous Door; 


(97) 
fake to the Comedian. 


Begone ! you cruel—curſt Barbarian—go | 


Down to the Abyſs of Eternal Woe. 1 
You baſe, hard- hearted, ſneering, hideous Fiend, 
That ne'er was yet a ſtarving Poct's Friend ; | 
Who knows the Fellow's grown with Hunger ſick, 
And hasn't Credit for a Penny Brick. 


His Goods are ein d —— there's nothing bur Di- 


ſtraction, 


= 1 quickly ſhou'd aps 6 
For all the Fellow's drove to ſuch Extremes 
For Want of Wit to poliſh up his Schemes ; 
And tho I'm at him, ev'ry now and then, 

I can't perſuade him to lay down his Pen; 

For when I jeer him—he plucks up his Spirie, 

FT Tho- v 5 
Hie hopes one Day of getting rich by Chance. 
I *tisn't ſoon I don't care how he takes it, 
Faith, I muſt tell him, that he*ll make his Exit. 
For in fo wide and dark a Wilderneſs 


very few are rais'd by Merit. 
Poverty has led him ſuch a Dance, 


Of Sorrow, Tribulation and Diſtreſs, 
Sure never was poor Poet ſeen before, 


M 2 -. aa 
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Then let me beg, before the Fellow ſtarves, 
That you'll indulge him more than he deſerves ; 
Mildly conſider what this Night ye're doing, 
And fave a tatter'd Wretch from utter Ruin. 
Let him this once your Pity but obtain —— 
And he'll be damn*d—whene'er he writes again. 


A 


ENCOMIUM on Lord Brax EAT ., 


F His dwns Mito hrmaten, . 
Who, to his Country and his King, 

In Fabel. juſt, and true; 
But not of him who was afraid, 

Io lend a noble Warrior Aid, 

When Shot like Hail-ſtones-flew. 


I fing of him, who long def d! 
The Pow'r and Threats of Gallic Pride, 
| And bravely fought each Day ; | 
Not him, that bluftering did go, 
To kill a Thouſand at one Blow -; 
Tben fought, and run away. 


n 


« Th ies bs Lon ined vues in leu 


Gentlemen 
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ma e Als Hi 

night's Comical Packet-Book;, or, @ Bone for the 
Criticks, publiſh'd by Lancerort, our 
Author, EI Ns an oe 


53 before theſe his 
Lucubrations: 


And be might fakdly take his Oath, 
That all the Town will d—n em both; 
Be that as *twill——Here comes the Stuff, 

r 5 
For Half a Crown's a weighty Charge; 
* | 


HE uncommon comical Author of this cri 
aftray one of the old fanftifed Lady's Performers, 
when ſhe gave Caudle in the Hay-Market, was ut- 


] cnrly chendened by ble anfenr and vencntle Grind. 


mother; which put the poor Rogue to ſuch unmer. 
_ Ciful Shifts, that ever ſince he has had ſuch a ter- 
| rible Whizzing in his Head, that he has been 
| oblig'd to commence Author for a ſmall Livelihood. 
hut alas! fo ſenſible he is of the Wickedneſs 
| and Ingratitude of Mankind, that tis really exceſſive 

hard to get a Penny in an honeſt Way which 
makes him ſcribble in a very forrowful and deipair- 
ing Condition. But if that unpardonable Whore, 
Fortune, ſhould chance to over-reach his Expecta- 


(94) 


tions, his diſmal Garret may ſoon be transform'd to. 


a handſome Parlour, and his contemptible Rags to a 
Beaux Wedding Suit. Having thus reckon'd his 
Ghickens, he leaves them to the Mercy of a cenſuring 


Age to be hatch'd ; humbly hoping, they will be ſo 


charitable as to fit carefully over them——looking 
over the numerous Follies of headſtrong Youth, and 


the Town. 


Io the deft Leaf of the Pocket Book, is curiouſly 


repreſented, a compleat Set of Tea-Drinkers, which 
my old e 22 idr's Tap 


in the City, and took down as follows : 


8 


3 and promotes Chagrine; 
Why Phyllis frets, when Flora is a Toaſt, 
How Fans are broke, and Reputations loſt ; 
I fing a Theme—how irkſome to explore, 
Things unattempted——and unknown before. 
Ye virtuous Wives, and antiquated Maids, 


Who hate the Plays, and ſhuns the Maſquerades ; 


Ye wanton Prudes, who oft in Secret fin ; 
Ye who are not—and you who once have been ; 
To you alone my ſage Advice is due; 

I rail at others but] ſing to you: 


Then while your antient Mother ftrains her Throat, 


Be ye attentive to her lab'ring Note ; 
From 


forgive — 
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To us below tis known by that of TEA. 
Ladies of all Degrees on this repalt, 

For all Degrees for Miſchief have a Taſte. - 
High from the Floor, » hining Fabrick ftands, 
No aukward Product of domeſtick Hands; 
Four ebon Columns the Machine uphold, 
Adorn d with figures, and enrich'd with (Gold ; 
Of painted Veſſels next—a gaudy Train 


The Table now diſplay 
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From eaſtern Climes, and Regions far away, 
Where diſtant. Phebus paints the riſing Day, 

The anxious Pilot does the Veſſel ſteer; 

For nothing can be uieful that is near: 

Green are its Leaves, and pleaſant to the View, 
Nor boaſts th* untrodden Graſs a fairer Hue; 

The Smell how fragrant ! and the Form how nice ! 


*Tis good in ey*'ry Thing, but in the Price: 


Unnumber'd Sums the wearied Merchants get, 


Stand rank*d in Order on the loaded Plain: 


Lo! theſe, the Pride of each well poliſh'd Dame, 


Gay, like themſclves—and brittle as their Fame. 
d in all its Grace, 
Each proper Goſſip takes her proper Place: 


And now the Tongue for railing they prepare, 

For Scandal muſt be forc*d upon the Fair. 

Chloe has made a tedious Country Jaunt ; 
They ſay ſhe only went to ſee her Aunt ; 


Tis true, it matters not to them nor us, 
Only ſome People love to make a Fuſs : 
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Where Flora buys her Waſhes *tis unknown, 
But I am ſure ſhe lays em roundly on: 
How alter'd is Dorinda grown of late? 
How pale her Face—how aukward is her Gait? 
I'm fore Clarinda's Breath ſmells very ſtrong ; | 
Phyllis has got the Devil of a Tongue. 
The Colour of this Tea is very high; 
*Tis nothing like the ſame I usꝰd to buy 
The Grocer, Ma'"am's a very honeſt Man; 
Lord, Mæ am, they all will cheat ye, if they can. 
Lydia, I'm told, is going to Bath next Summer; 
Pm ſure her Patches don't at all become her. 
A Slice of Bread and Butter dye chuſe ? | 
Oh, lud! I've got the fineſt Piete of News; 
The Lawyer lately, Ladies, let me tell ye, 
Turn'd Polly off, and now he lives with Neth : 

A fine Exchange !—fol—how the Slut does ſtink : 
Your Tea Il be cold ——Madam, why don't you 5 


drink? 
How much perverted now are Female Ways, 
Since Times of Lore —in Beſs golden Days; 
When hearty Food for Spleen was a Relief, 
And Dames of Honour breakfaſted on Beef; | 
With pond'rous Joints 2 


ſpread, 
And ev'ry Damſel had her Pound of Bread; We 
Then cou 7d Belles with Belles, and Toaſts with Toaſts 
agree; 
They knew no Scandal, for they drank no Tea. 
Take heed, ye Fair, your own Conditions know, 
Permit not Beauty to be Beauty's Foe; 


From 
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From common Enemies yourſelves defend, 

And ftrive at leaſt to be each other's Friend; 
Our ſland'ring Sex have Arts enough in ſtore, 
Nor need your joint Endeavours furniſh more : 
If Tea muſt flouriſh—let your Theme be Beaux, 
 Pins—Faſhions—Flounces—Fops, and Furbuloes. 
Let all your Calumny on Men be thrown; 
Spare not their Faults—but ſtrive to hide your own. 


- 4 5 : : 
* — 


| An Epigram on Bea STRUT, 


1 of my old Grandmother's Couſins, obo call 


bimſel 4 4 thorough Churchman. 


Lo Church Beau ore does alen creep 
T But neꝰ er ſtays till its o'er; 

He juſt walks in, and takes a Peep, 

Sneaks out at t'other Door. 


Glaſs a'ter Glaſs——Pot a'ter Pot, 
He'll toſs off by the Dozen; 
Then has nt my old Grannum got 
A. Churchman for her Couſin. 


3 Mother 
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Mother Mipnicnurt's Powter of GoLD. 


I. 


What Charms are in a Bribe ? 
»Tis for thy Sake they naturalize 

A crucifying Tribe. 
The crafty Lawyers often lye, 


| And pawn their Souls for thee ; | 


The Criminal, that's doom'd to die, 
— — ſet free. . 


III. 

In n Climes, for want of thee, 

Highlanders did rebel; 

The Dutchmen did their Country 
For Lucre of thee fell 


IV. 


IV bitfield can quickly cure your Soul, 
When Conſcience makes fad Moan ; 


Tho' rotten to the Bone. 


3 

Unleſs they think their Bargain ſure, 
For Gold they've ſuch an Itch, 

One ſoon forgets the Way to cure, 
And Yother how to preach. 


NO LD! thou art lovely to the Eyes, 


VI. 


r EET Rome ³ Fo wa YE RU = Coon 


Ask if ſhe put her Pinners on; 


And if to-day her Head is right; 
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That Modeſty which you behold 
In CBloe's all a Cheat; 

Attack her Virgin Fort with Gold, 
You'll foon the Conqueſt get. 


— 


JOHN's MESSAGE: 
Or, The lng-beaded Fiotman, 


OHN takes his Meſſage at the Door, 
And to himſelf repeats it o'er : 
Fuſt, to my Lady Gadabout, 8 
And if her Ladyſhip's gone out; 
Enquire for how long Time ſhe's gone, 


Ho many Hours in Dreſs ſhe ſpent; 
And learn which Way her Chariot went; 

Then quickly from her Houic repair, 
To Lady Prin, in Gre venor's-quare; 
|| Enquire after Maſter Dic, 

And hope her Lap-dog is n't ſick ; 

From her immediately retreat 
To Madam Flirt, in Effex fircet; 
Ask how ſhe lik'd the Play lait Night, 


Enquire what Time ſhe went to Bed, 
Learn if laſt Night alone ſhe laid; 
Py, 33 Ask 


( 100 ) 
Ask if the Coachman loſt his Place, 
For coughing in my Lady's Face ; 
Then run away to hear the News, 
At Lady Bauble's near the Mets; 
For Viſiting, muſt leave a Card : 
Such Meſfages are very hard. 


—_— 


The AUTHOR's Satire on his own Teeth, 
Wrote after five Days borrid Million. 


\Uppoe, ye cruel Bones, I in my Paſſion, 
Shou'd root ye from your native Habitation, 
How wou'd your ſudden violent Diſaſter 
Make ye lament to loſe ſo good a Maſter ? 

Whoſe tender Mind, ſuch Diligence does follow, 

As ſcarce to let ye be one Minute hollow : 
Traytors——1 ſerve ye firſt ; for let me tell ye, 
Yee ſure to have it, if I ſtarve my Belly; 
Ungrateful Monſters !—dare ye longer light me, 
With racking Torture for my Care requite me ; 
By Scripture taught—Mark, Rebels, what I ſay, 
Stop raging—or, Pll throw ye all away. @ 


— ——————— 


TOM RAMBLE's Convenſſan. 


OM Ramble t' other Sunday, a'ter Dinner, 

Who has theſe ten Years been a horrid Sinner, 
Lef: mn his old Companions in the Lurch, 
Al. d v.ciy took a pious Trip to Church ; 
Where 
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Where ſomething very moving was relating, 
Which ftrangely prov'd fo very penetrating, 
That if you wou'*dn't have a Lie inſerted, 
Tom ever ſince that Time has been converted: 
Go where he will, ſo much to Good he's leaning, 
| Religion's all the Subject of his Meaning; 
Has bid adieu to Nancy, Kate, and Polly, 
To ſmiling Chloe, Sue, and buxom Dolly. 
To ſhun ill Paths, like Tom, is mighty wiſe ; 
And I'm in Hopes he'll hold it till he dies; 
With little Care—he now may Heaven merit, 
Unleſs he lets the Fleſh o&ercome the Spirit: 
But if the carnal Part ſhould prove prevailing, 
He'll meet ſome poor unhappy Quaker's Failing ; 
And then in ſpite of every Virtue paſt, 
Muſt die a wicked Proteſtant at laſt. 


Annie 


A h! Heav'ns! how ſhe ſtinks, her Body's tainted, 

WW itneſs, ye Gods her tallow Face is painted; 

E ell take the Brute ſhe hasm t a handſome Fea- 
ture, 

O h, curſe the nauſeous, filthy, c. common on 

R ude as the northern Blaſt is her Behaviour, 

E ight thouſand Prieſts from Hell cou'd never ſave 
her. 


An 
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4 ACROSTITCHK, 


Wrote on 


Miſs | 

F or Brightneſs match her with the dark Eclipſes; 

O r let's compare her to the Norwood Gypſies ; 

R otten her Teeth are—and her Breath's moſt vile; 
D eſtruction meets the Man that tends her Smile, 


My Grandmother lately having had Intelligence 
that Madam Belinda has given herſelf a great many 
unneceſſary Airs, putting her under the Denomina- 

tion of an old, withered, ugly, deform'd Skeleton, 

and ſpeaking in a very ſcandalous and diſreſpectful 
Manner, telling both her Printer and Publiſher, that 
a Woman of her Years might be aſham'd of herſelf, 
to write ſuch a Parcel of paltry Nonſenſe ; that it 
would become her a great deal better to think of her 

Grave, and prepare herſelf for another World, al- 

luding, that by the Courſe of Years ſhe can hardly 

live above a Month longer : For theſe and the like 

Proceedings, I do aſſure the little pert Huſſy, that 

ſhe has put my poor old Grannum into a terrible Paſ- 

ſion ; and ſhe declares, that the firſt Viſit ſhe pays, 
will be at her Ladyſhip's Lodgings ; and though 
her Spirits are greatly depreſſed by the Infirmity of 
old Age, if ſhe cannot rally her to her Satis faction, 
ſhe is determined to bring upward of a Thouſand 
noiſy Haukers, who, by a great and viſible Extenſion 
ws © 
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of their Throats, will not only diſturb her, but the 
whole Pariſh that ſhe lives n——and in the mean 
while has given me ſtrict Orders to write a ſmall De- 
ſcription of her Character, as follows: 


717 — 
WV” 


-——_ — 


I 


BELINDA's cee EA. 


Little flutt' ring idle Creature, 

An Oddity of human Nature; 
An artful—ſly, intriguing W re, 
That back. bites me from Door to Door; 
Does all her Time in Dreſs employ, 
And ſighs for ev ry fooliſh Toy: 
A great deal better fed than taught, 

Not half fo virtuous as ſhe's thought; 
Can never hold her Tongue a Minute, 
© Tho? all ſhe prates has nothing in it; 
She's always making great Pretence, 
To Manners—Learning—Wit—and Senſe ; 


But is the moſt compleateſt Aſs, 


That ever look'd in Looking-glaſs ; 
In her all Imperfections meet, 
And — one out-ſtinks . 


8 


T E A R ” F OW L's Conſcience. 


Y Conſcience is fo very ſmall, 

That tis next kin to none at all; 
I Proofs of this cou'd give you Plenty, 
But One will ferve as well as Twenty: : 


When 
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When at the conſecrated Door, 
I gather'd Money for the Poor; 
Then Charity did much prevail, 
For Silver dropp'd as faſt as Hail ; 
I got a Plate full in an Hour, 
Thank Heav'n for ſo kind a Show'r : 
Then Satan gave my Breaſt a Knock, 
But Conſcience ſtoutly ſtood the Shock : 
The Devil ſtrongly did inſiſt, 
That half the Money'd not be miſs'd, 
And bid me ſlyly take it off; 
1 chought a Quarter d be enougm: 
Tho ſtrong Reſiſtance Nick did make, 
The Devil a Farthing more I'd take; 
Let thoſe whoſe Truſt like mine is large, 
Careful like me the ſame diſcharge ; 
Nor let Old Nick their Senſes bubble, 
With more than what is worth their Trouble ; 
Then they——unleſs the Parſons lie, 
—ñ—ü— — 


- 8 


A LOVE LETTER, 


Which a giddy young Spark ſent to my Grandmother, | 


woes Jv ne bo © School. 
I. 

EAR Charmer, to trifle no longer preſume, 
Since Beauty and Life are uncertain ; 
To-day you're alive in the midſt of your Bloom, 
And old enough were you but Thirteen, 


Il. 
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a, 
To-morrow the Heat of our Paſſions may cool, 
Of Suitors you'll not have ſuch Plenty; 
So wiſe the Town's grown, that he's reckon'd a 
„ 
Who courts a young Girl that's turn'd Twenty. 


3 III. 

Then, Mary, with Diligence heed what I've. e 
I I praiſe you from Topknot to Shoe - tye; 
mu Fr RT you a WR, 
And CE CO FEE CALIEY. 


_ 3 : 


From an Admit er, about — 
[Bu this young Gentleman 1 L 
n Mie Hated an im, 
for he ſeems to expreſs himſelf in a careleſs jeſting 


Manner, and unhappily tells too much of his 
Mind before-hand.} 


To Mis MARY MIDNIGHT. 


JOLLY, how cruel you are grown, 


To let me figh——to Skin and Bone; 
Alas! how can you laughing ſhun 
Your amorous walking Skeleton ? 
O Ol.! 
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Oh! Miſs, cou'd you but feel a Pain, 
Juſt in the Part where I complain, 
Iis Ten to One, to ſet you right, 
But I ſhou'd get a Kiſs To-night : 

A Kils, ſaid One wou'd not do; 
You'd bid me take a Dozen or Two : 
Then Hezven grant, that you may feel 
The Force of Cupid's temper d Steel; 
That you for me may ſcorch and burn, 
And I have at you——in my Turn: 
Of Plague you then ſhou'd have your Share, 
For when I'd kiſs'd you to a Hair, 

I'd turn you, Polly, quite adrift, 

And for yourſelf I'd let you ſhift. 


The following VERSE was 1 at my Office 

one Execution Day, by an elderly Gentleman, 
wwho call d himſelf a Chriſtian ; and begg'd of 
me to perſuade my Grandmother to let it have 
a Place in ler Pocket-Book, 


TUE Poor who robb'd, to get a little Food, | 


Have died unpitied by a Multitude, 
And at old Tyburn made their dying Speech, 
Which groans for thouſands, that it cannot reach. 


.* ——— ae * : 


— e 


4 
4 
: 
” 


W 
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The Humble Petition of Hannah Starvechild. 


Huy Sheweth, 
THAT your poor Petitioner has lately ſuſtamed 
ſeveral unſufferable Lofles, by * the fol- 
 _—_ Scoundrels : 


J. 
4 Ide, a cringing Courtier —— 200 
| Benjamin Bankrupt, an old ſhifting Citizen 600 
Chriſtopher Crazy, a mad Doctor —— 100 


Charles Cheatall, a pitiful Pay-mafter —— 150 


| Peter Paynone, a crafty Lawyer 300 
Simon Stulk, a Stock Broker — 1000 


Samuel Sportſman, a noted Cocker OO 180 
Oliver Wholebones, a cowardly General 500 


With George Gripe, an old ſurly Uſurer 800 


In all 3730 


The greateſt Part of this Sum ſhe gain'd by being 
an Adventurer in the laſt Lottery—But is now re- 
duc'd to the utmoſt Extremity ; and humbly im- 
plores the charitable Aſſiſtance of all Gentlemen 
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A SARCASTIC ACROSTICK. 


Vn all the various Kinds of human Race, 
Or ev'n in Brutes ſome Sparks of Good we trace, 
I ere ſportive Nature err'd, in him we find | 
N o lovely Footſteps of the heavenly Mind. | 3 bo 


6 reat God of Verſe! . thy very 
E vibs that Subject which debaſes Rhyme, 

O r murders Virtue, and deſtroy our Time. 

R efuſe of all Things, Nature's uncouth Brat! 
C ot in Inceſt What think you, Wretch, of that? | 
"WS ndleſs the Task, thy Vices to count oer. | 


E ndleſs, as numb' ring the Sands upon the Shore ! | 

L azy, unjuſt ! no Friend to God or Man, 
L yar moſt baſe ! outlie him if you can! 
In vain his Vices are fo deeply fown, 

O f all Mankind he is the vileſt grown; wt 
T hen Levil cloſe the Scene, and take thine own ! 


A brot;en Broker, 


An 08d EPIGRAM. 
ARD by his Lordſhip's Gate fands Duns, a 


Crew; 


He'll ray em hen h'as nothing elſe to do. 


AARON 
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AARON the Jew's EPITAPH. 
F Fame tells true 

Of this old Few, 
in half ber public Thvillings, | 
Here hes a Rogue, _ .. 


A whoring Dog, 
And the worſt of ſcoundre! Vllins. 


— — — 


W. A. the Red-hot WELSHMANs 
EPITAPH. v7 


PR 


— 1 — - 


NF your old Slave accept this Ver, 
"2 Wbt Freedom cams with your Fs: 
While to the Grave your Corple did ride, . 
One leſs lamented never dy d; 
For all the Way you paſs'd along, 
Theſe were the Murmurs of the Throng; 
He ne er did Wrong againſt his Will, 

He us'd but ev'ry Body ill; | 

He had a Wife, he had a Child, 

The firſt he beat, the laſt he ſpoil' d; 
He'd many a Man, he'd many a Maid; 
For none a Fortnight with him ſtaid ; 
He*d walk out early, reel home late, 
And was a drunken Reprobate; 
But now he's gone, and here he hes, 
Unleſs Old Nick has ſeiz'd his Prize. 


PETER 
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PETER GREEDY. the Church-warden's 
E PIT AP H. 


ER E lies a mercenary Elf 
Who liv'd near Gray In Gardens; 
He kept the Silver to himſelf, 
And gave the Poor the Farthings. 


A N 00 E R. 


.. 


Ha: lies the Bones of Peter EY 
Of Sadler's-Wells, and that's s enough. 


Mr. MAD DOx's EPITA PH. 


O] in the ſilent Grave is hur kd. 
The Pride and Wonder of the World: 

Death, twas a cruel, fad Diſaſter, 
To rob us of our Ballance-Maſter ; 
Britons, you'll never make Amends; 
FCaaler's and you will n&er be Friends: 
Depend on't, if that Way you paſs, 
They'll ſtrive to break your Hour-glaſs ; 


bea for that well-bnown facetios Mortal, late of 


Theyn | 


« EO CT VO AIRY — Ga : 10 
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They'll knock thee down, and iteal thy Dart; 
_ I wiſh they may, with all my Heart. 


— — — — r * 
„„ „ — — 


Mr. WILLIAMS's EPITAPH. 


A Cruel Hornpipe—was his Death, 
He danc'd himſelf quite out of Breath ; 
Ye Fiddlers all, who ſaw him drop, 


| *Twas barb'rousof ye, not to ſtop; 


Te know he always danc'd about, 
Until ſuch Time your Tune was out; 
Wou' d ye from Calumny eſcape, 

Bind all your Fiddles up in Crape; 

Uſe *em no more—than once a Quarter, 

And cut your Tunes a great deal ſhorter : 
Matthews and Davenport beware, 

To Fiddles lend but little Ear; 

Laſt you. the Bd, ee of Baud. 

— — 


Dr. ROCK's EPITAPH. 


LL you that have old Relicks got, 
Of—Itch—P—x—Gout—or God kn 

what; 

To this dumb Monument repair, 

And of its Virtue ſteal a Share; 
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You neer can think the Trouble much, 
To give the Doctor's Tomb a Touch; 
You in an Inſtant *twill revive, 

And make the carnal Part alive; 
*Twill cure you when Phyſicians lye, 
In telling that you'll quickly die. 


— 


cen FLASH's EPITAPH. 


\EATH at the Captain's Chamber knock d, 
His Sword was drawn — his Hat was cock d "By 


Buſy a laying the Matter out, 

Of putting Fifty to the Rout; 
Swore in the Streets dead Men . 8 
For he that Day had kill'd juſt Twenty; 
And wou' d have made it up two Dozen, 

| But was prevented by his Couſin: 

Death cou'd not bare to hear him prate, 
At ſuch a mon'ſtrous lying Rate 
Open he burſt the Hero's Door, STO 
And cry*d, Flaſh—you muſt kill one more. 
Zounds! Flaſh replies, I'll do't with Eaſe ; 
Dam'me, a hundred, if you pleaſe: 
|  Quoth Death, I doubt not but you can, 

But let me periſh, I'm your Man. 
Death look' d on Flaſþ—Flofþ look d on him, 
But didn't like a Foe ſo grim. 

Flaſh was for bidding Death good bye; 
But Death, ve know, is dev*lith fly ; 


He 
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Ile kili'd the Captain unawares, 
Before h'ad Time to fay his Prayers ; 
Then ſeiz'd the pert humbugging Knave, 
And made him pris'ner in the Grave ; 
Setting ten thouſand Worms upon him, 
a 


r 


„ 


My WIFPE's EPITAPH, 


LD Time I give thee hearty Thanks, 
I For Women play ſo many Pranks, 
Thar till thy Scythe it's Pow'r has ſhown, | 
We ſcarce can call nn TOI Gr O's | 
To pay the Undettaker's Bill; 5 
Tien — for Shroud—Pall—Hearle and Colfiti 
A Grave, Tombſtone and Epitaph, 

To think on't makes a Body laugh; 

But ſince ſhe's been ſo kind to leave me, 
Nor does expect her Death to grieve me; 
Her Expectations Pll not baulk, 
Nor one Word more about her talk. | 


yr CE I 


My Pawapaoien's E PIT AP U. 
F on this Tomb you caſt your Eyes, 

You'll underſtand, here ſlumb' ring kes 
A Compoſition of Deceit, 


AT hief—a Lyar--and a Cheat; 
5 F 
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Who ne'er was eaſy, but when doing 
Something to help poor People's Ruin; 
Such were the Fruits of Holdfaft's Labour, 
To plunder, rob, and ſtrip his Neighbour. 
*Tis by his Cuſtomers allow'd, 
That Satan took him in his Shroud. 


My old Grandmother's EPITAPH. 


II poor old Grannum has no need of Crutches, 
Now Death has got ber faſten'd | in his 
* Clutches; 

' Ne'er was old Woman, ſurely, & negletted, 
. 
But tis exactly as my Grannum ſaid, 1 

Ted all behave as if ſhe wasn't dead. 


CHLOE's EPITAPH. 


CITOP, Reader, ſtop, and ſhed a Tear, 
All Europe's Virtue's buried here; 
- Chloe, the fair, the gay, the witty, 

The Pride and Glory of the City 

In Beauty's Bloom, as ſweet as May, 
By cruel Death is ſnatch'd away. 


STARVLING 
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STARVLING and Joan's EP ITAPH 


Tinking, fox Feet beneath this modeſt Stone, 
Few 3 . 1 * 
Their Deaths ſcarce mißt d, their Liver codon = 
SS 
„ rn 
they die io Danger + 


No partial State Affairs diſturb'd their Breaſt, 


No rumt oaches 

a robb'd em of their Reſt; 
7 ace dad Advice 
| ib mane oy Thing but Lice 
Ba Lice—Ti 3 1 ; 


1 


-—_ 


* 


A New 8 0 N S. 


ag ne tempting Laſs, 

» o common Charms ſhe boaſts 
the dzcs for Flom hes pak, ; 
She is the Toaſt of Toaſts. 


I. 

Her Couſin N 

angy, heavenly bright, 
of nnd en 
ives ſo much Wonder, and Delight 
We can't ll which is well, | or 


P2 A 
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III. 
Like billing Turtles, void of Harm, 
Are theſe two lovely Couſins ; ' 
They've ſtole ſuch wond*rous Pow*r to charm, 
They kill us by whole Dozens. 


IV. 
So fees their Voice, bright their Eyes, 
Their Features fo ſuperior, 

That blazing Comets in the Skies 

| Seem to them but inferior. 

= 
Their panting Breaſts that gently move, 
Our am'rous Boſoms fire; 

Thoſe pretty riſing Alps of Love, 

Are all our SouPs Deſire. ED 


No Odour, from feet Vi let Beds, 
Nor Afric's fragrant Spices; 
As theſe two fair cceleſtial Maids, 
So lovely and fo nice is. 


. Wa 

No Win hel fo aces mnt. 

As theſe two ſparkling Lafſes; 

W hom Venus and her Son has crown'd, 
„ 7 


VIII. 
So ſtrong's their Charms, ſuch Pon ' r they keep, 
That ev'ry Youth's confounded; £ 
For he that ſlily ſteals a Peep, 
| Is by an Arrow wounded. 


* Or learn to know when I've enough. 
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A Burleſque on Damon and Celia. 
. 


| 1. 
O Celia thus fond Damon ſaid, 
I wiſh, my Dear, you'd go to Bed; 
I'm ſure tis very late; 
Beſides, the Wine Pve draak, he cry'd, 
Has made me almoſt ſtupified, 
* „ 
II. 
Some Women wou'd their Husbands ſcold; 
But Celia, worth her Weight in Gold, 
Has no ſuch Habit gotz 
Her lovely Cheeks, bedew'd in Tears, 
| Cries, Love, Pm in ten thouſand Fears, 
That you will grow a Sot. 
1 | 
Drinking, my Dear, Þll ſoon leave off, 


And home return to thee; 
Believe, for once, your Damon s Word, 
Sweet Angel, you may be aſſur d, 
Tl not a Drunkard be. 
„ 
His Promiſe ſet her Heart at reſt, 
She Damon kiſs'd, herſelf undreſt ; 

T bey joyful went to Bed: 
But what was done, when they were there, 
I know not—nor I do not care ; 

| So let no more be ſaid. 


SONG 
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SONG the Fourth. 
Wrote on three Ladies of Diftinition. 


1 

TAIL, gen' rous Beauty, Ladies, bail! 
Whom no Perfume exceeds; 

Sweeter than Arno's ſpicy Vale, 

Or fragrant flow'ry Meads. 


IL 
Freſh i and Morn, 
Or driz ling April Show's; 
r,, 
6 5 
nn Ba ahe 

Sao rich your Minds do prove; 


Bright as the glitt ring Morning Star, 
NY WY TR. 


Iv. 
Kinder than Winds, when Zephyr blows, 
Whereby the Lilly's fann'd ; 
The Picture of the bluſhing Roſe, 
That tempts the Gatherer's Hand. 


V. 
Each wond'rous pleaſing Charms ye wear, 
. SEE 
As Hebe ſweet, as Helen fair, 
And as Diana chaſte. | 


VI. 


* 
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VI. 
The Pride of Britain's Iſle ye' re grown, 


Like Heaven itſelf ye ſeem; 
The Subject of each Youth in Town, 
| When Beauty is their Theme, 


— n 


AM ACRUSTICHK 
Wrote on that notorious Offender, 


No Mortal yet cou'd catch him ever, 
O © ut of Miſchief he is never; 
B ad enough, by all Report, 
O ften hunted for at Court; 
D ead, when all's alive and well, 
* — his Name can tell. 


—_—_— 


4 CASTLE built in de AIR; 
_ 


The AuTHor's DREAM. 
Is Dreams the Mind of Man bewitch, 
He's growing poor, or getting rich; 


No lager then fd Minhe I thovght, 
That I had in Poſſeſſion got, 4 


Of hundred Pounds about a Dozen, | 
And ſcorn'd to call the King my Couſin ; 


Away 
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Away run I to Monmouth-ſtreet, 
And quickly made myſelſ compleat ; 


When dreſs'd, I look'd, Fd have you know it; 


More like a Player, than a Poet, 


Silk Stockings, Pumps, and Silver Buckles, 


With Ruffles hanging o'er my Knuckles; 


With Raver lac'd, Bag-Wig, and Sword, | 


I cou'd, ye know, ſuch Things afford; 
The flatt*ring Looking-glaſs diſplay d 
How fine I was by Fortune made; 
Ten thouſand times I thank'd the Jilt, 


Then drew my Sword—admir'd the Hilt z | 


Thought that I cou'd an nony kill, 
As faſt as Captain Bobadil; 

Fancy d I cut a better Daſh, 
Than either he or Captain Flaſb; 
Tho' with Amazement I was ſtruck, 
I laugh'd to think I'd got ſuch Luck : 


The Scale being turn'd, how quickly thoſe, 


That were but t'other Day my Foes, 
Now to my Favour made Pretence, 
Filling their Mouths with Compliments ; 
One cries—Well now, as I'm alive, 
Author, Pm glad to ſee you thrive ; 
You know I always us'd to ſay, 

| Before twas long you'd ſhew away; 
Vhat have you in the Pres a printing? 
You'll come to be, or People lye, 

The Poet Laurct, by and bye; 


Another 


A Glaſs will ſet your Stomach right, 


= You ſee the Workmanſhip is nice ; 
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Another ſtops me at his Door, 
Now we ſhall have it to be ſure; 
Why what a Hurry you are in, 
Pray, where the Devil have you been? 
You often paſs by our Shop ; 

Tis quite unfriendly, not to ſtop ; 
My Wife, poor Soul, is very bad, 
To loſe her'd make me quite run mad: 
We might be dead, and buried too, 
Egad, tis all the fame to you: 
Odds heart! why Poet—faith you ſhine, | 


Im glad to ſee you dreſs' d fo fine, 

There's Ham and Fowls, if that will do, 
You know you're very welcome too; 
I've Brandy, Rum, Shrub, fine Arrack, 
Of Wine the richeſt Frontiniac z; _ 


And *twill create an Appetite. 
In Harry, bring us up 3 Quart; | 
Here's t'ye, Sir, with all my Heart: 
Muſt old Acquaintance be forgot ; 

Before it ſhall— Il know for what; 
| Now ſomething's t0 me recommended, 
Swearing that I ſhall be befriended ; 


I always ask the loweſt Price; 0 
Ts good, and wou'd look grand upon ye, 
But, Sir, I ſcorn to force it on ye, 
Being almoſt ready in his Face 
To laugh-—I quickly change my Place: 
x Q Then 
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Then to the Coffee -houſe repair, 
To ſee what's going forward there; 

And hear each learned long Debate, 
That's held about the Church and State; 
Firſt an old Teacher in the Schools, 
Who aw'd at leaſt five hundred Fools, 
Preſages, Wars, and Tribulation, 

Bur wiſhes for a Reformation 

Hoping that all our Men in Truſt 
Will have the Conſcience to be juſt ; 
Moſt of his Arguments are ſour, 5 
Laying all the Blame on Men in Power ; | 
He d—ns the Secret Expedition, 


He raves, and clamours, till he's hoarſe, 
Then drops the Thread of his Diſcourſe. 

Another takes the railing Text, 
Grave Phyſick itches to be nent; 

That old Remover of our Pains, 
Who always wears more Wig than Brains, 
Prepar d his Lungs, lift up his Head, ; 
And thus deliberately faid ; 

I make no Doubt, you've heard the News, 
How faſt they naturalize the Jets; 
I don't above half like that Scheme, 

Our Stateſmen ſure are in a Dream; 


New Acts continually they're making, 
The Laws they make - they re often 


Was in an Hurry made, ye know, 


And ſwears we re in a fine Condition; | 


A dev'liſh Rout, ſome Time ago, * 
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In ev'ry Corner of the Town, 


For putting Bawdy-houſes down : 
"Twas talk'd, that Pimps, and Bawds, and Whores, 
Wou'd ſtand in Pillories by Scores; | 
Now tis all over—fie upon it | 
The Devil a Word is mention'd dn it ; 
Which ſhows thoſe idle, careleſs Elves, 
Love Bawds and Whores too well themſelves. 
I longer cou'd have heard * em prate, 
But finding it was growing late, 
Waiter, fays I, come hither Blockhead, 
Taking a Moidore from my Pocket; 
Come give me Change, _— 
Or I ſhall give your Breech a Kick : 
Look, Sirrah, if you make me wait, 
By all that's good, Pll break you Pate: 
The Waiter, caring not a Farthing, 
Told me he'd ſtand to no ſuch Bargain; 
If Kicking with me did agree, 
Swore he cou'd kick, as faſt as me, 
And told me, if I broke his Pate, 
I might repent—when twas too late: 
The Raſcal put me in a Huff, 
I kick d but twas the Bed-cloaths off. 
My Head 1 from the Pillow rears, 5 
And curſe thee, Fortune, was my Pray 'rs; 
Pox take you for a lying Whore, 
If ever I believe you more; . 
May I ne*er dine on Beef and Carrot, 
But ſtarve by Inches in this Garret; 
Oh, curſed, flatt'ring, damned Dream, 
„* | 
Q 2 Farewel 
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Farewel Silk Stockings, Pumps, and Buckles, 


And Ruffles hanging o'er the Knuckles; 8 
With Beaver lac'd, Bag - wig, and Sword; 
I'm finely humbug'd, by the dj; 
There's never nothing got I'll ſwear, 


* 


Mother M1Dn1Gn T's Grace for the 


> Ehold thy 3 Lord, 
J How ſtately here we fit; 
With great Impatience waiting far 

The Product of the Spit. 


But now the Dinner's come in View, 

Let's Mercy have upon itz 
Of French Beans let us leave a few, 
6 


110, | 
The Ham and Fowls muſt be deſtroy d, 
Before we leave the Diſhesz 
And when with Food our Guts are cloy'd, 
5 We'll fit and drink like Fiſhes. 


Large Sums, by OY BY 
Let who will loſe, we're Winners; 

While thus, at other Peoples Coſt, 

We've nice delicious Dinners. 
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| V. 
Will n&er make us uneaſy ; 
For while they fret, and fall away, 
—— a 
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mene within ons thy Gass f bother 
Morning, was limping through Hanover-/quare; and 
at one of your wicked Monument Houſes (as ſhe 
calls them) there was à Parcel of Tradeſmen, frown- 
ing and muttering at an old Man, who ſhe underſtood 
. —  —— fie 

Purpoſe, ſeveral dne ruvatig; : She defir'd *em 
to take an old Woman's Addis, w a» kidie 6» | 
their Families, and loſe no more Time, and for the 
future work for none but ready Money, promiſing 
on their Departure. that ſhe'd let my Lord know, 
that his Memory was growing very bad ; and, ac- 
+. calling tw her Fromile, the, with good Sucre, font 
the following Lines: 


From my Pupit i in the Hay-market. 


My Lox, >; 

OR you, perhaps, it may'nt be common, 
To be reprov'd by an old Woman; 
. an Ear may lend her, 

Who's nothing but a Mem' ry Mender; 

Since by moſt People tis related, 
You're almoſt ſuperannuated ; 'Tis 


— 
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Tis your Misfortune to forget 
You're over Head and Ears in Debt: 


And ſhou'd your Lordfhip fail to pay, 
Your Creditors muſt run away, 


I ſhou'd be glad to know To-day, 
If ever you intend to pay; 
And if you do, that ſome mayn't doubt it, 
When you intend to ſet about it; 
And how long Time twill take you to 
Give ev'ry Tradeſman what's his Due ; 
Then Pl the News communicate 
To Twenty waiting at your Gate, 
| Who ſay, you'll cheat em, if you can; 

I fvore you was an honeſt Man: 

But faith, my Lord, in Swearing ſo, 

I ſwore to what I didn't know; ;; 

To what but very few'll believe, 
Which ought to make your Lordſhip grieve ; | 
The Thoughts on't ought to make you Sweat, 
. 


And you'll bighy oblge, 
Tow gehn Lordfhip's 


Nocke Mipxicnr. 5 


' 
| 


. 
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You hon tall come tobe» Man of Nt: 
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by my old Grandmother, one rainy Day, 
when ſhe was afraid to venture abroad with 
her Crutches, for fear of ſlipping down, and 
| breaking her antient Limbs. 


Advice to my Grandſon. 


* 1 1 = 
| Supply your Back wih lot, your Teng 
with Lies, 


„eee EY 
3 until che Field you've 
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Advice to a Coward. 


* Faftion, Tumults, War, and Saile 
reſide, 


And cl of ighing—hen the Bank's de 


m. 
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1. 


Advice to a Politician. 


OW to the Clergy, when the Gown you meet. 
Humour their Pride, at Home, and in the 
— *7 
Diſpute no Point of Faith that they maintain, 

But yet, like them, making Godlineſs your gain. 


Wrote on Maſter Jacky. 
ow Daddy's done the Buſineſs to a Hair; 


But ſhou'd a War break out, you know my Meaning. 
5 —: IL IRS. 


— _ 


Advice to Juſtice Shth. — | 
[HEN « your Door the noify Rabble rap, 


— -  your:Naps 
Then,! yawning in your Chair, that Cauſe deſeribe 
Moſt favour ble - that brings the largeſt Bribe. 


See, Maſter Facky does Reg'mentals wear; 


Dent let em wake you, 'ull you've had : 


r pu SED AWARD O YOu 


A 


TY 
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As ſoon as ever they are gone, 
Here's Fifty drops in, one by one; 
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A Word to my Publiſher. 
OU fee I've took a deal of Pains, 

To puzzle, rout, and plague my Brains 
Throꝰ many tedious Hours I've paſt; 


Thank Heaven, I have done at laſt; 
*Tis a long Lane, without diſpute, 


That has got neer a Turning to't: 
Now I'm a reck'ning how *cwill be; 


Firſt one cries, Sir, I'm come to ſee 
This Pocket Book you advertiſe; 
I fear it has leſs Truth than Lies : 
However, Sir, to buy't I'm willng, 
If I can have it for a Shilling, 
| Next Fribble comes to have a Look 
In Mother Midzight's Pocket Book ; 
*Cauſe he was told, by Lady Prin, 
That there's ſome Nonſenſe writ on him; 
And ſtap, his Vitals—— If be dont 


Pink the old Hag, for that Affront. 


Now, in the Middle of your Shop, 
Here's half a Dozen Criticks pop; 
Where is this Bone you've got to pick ? 
Well done, my Dear, we'll make you fick ; 
If you have writ one Line amiſs, 


We'll make you dearly pay for this. 


Come, ſerve me firſt Here, let me pay ye; 
"= 


Now 
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Now eagerly another wiſhes 
For this uncommon Diſh of Diſhes ; 
And now, methinks, I hear you call 
For ſev'ral Hands to ſerve em all: 

Some wait ſo long, and who could doubt it, 
That they're oblig'd to go without i. 


r 


Reader Sings. 
The E R R A T A. 
To the Tune, Derry-down. 


HY WOO Oe whimſical Son of a Whor N 
This Lancelot is He is mad tobe ſure— 


What the Devil can FI NI in Capitals mean, 


'Tis odd, one at once ſhou'd both end and begin. 


Dem un Sc. 


LANCELOT 
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LanctLor Sings. 
» Children in the Mood. 


Oh yes, u odd—0O yes, O yes, * 
Let me, for once, turn Cryer. 
oy Oh yes, this is to give Notice, 
I'm full of Wrath and Ire, 


Tune, Old Sir Simon the King. 


The Printer's a Son of a Wh—e, 
He'll certainly go to Old Nick; 
An Acroſtick he's printed twice oer, 
„ 
| The Verſes that's under the Duke 
| Is tum d into ſtrange Hubble- Bubble, 
- When I read em, Fm ready to p-——ke. 
„ 0 bl, lil. 


Tune Dull duo, yaw paw pow. 


| O, Pinus, what do you deſerve? 

| Inſtead of ( ſee)-you*ve printed ( ſerve) — 
7. I'd not ſerve you ſo ill, you know; 
| S'death, how cou d you ſerve me ſo? 

Doodle dus, Sc. 


Tune 


Tune, 


rs. 1 
( 132 ) 


Tune, Fare you well, good Mr. Jew, 
To be fung by the Printer. 


Pray, Mr. Lancelot, 
nr 
There's nothing that ever you wrote 

In your Life—that had in it a Grain of Senſe. | 
You make me ſo mad, I cou'd ſwear, 
If you bags for w/pabih note Winner, Ser, 
Carry your Copies elſewhere, 
rr Sir, 
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